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THE NARROW HOUSE

PART 1

THE hot, bright street looked almost deserted. A
sign swung before the disheveled building at the
corner and on a purple ground one could read the
notice, “Robinson & Son, Builders,” painted in tall
white letters. Some broken plaster had been thrown
from one of the windows and lay on the dusty sidewalk
in a glaring heap.

The old-fashioned house next door was as badly in
need of improvements as the one undergoing altera-
tions. The dingy brick walls were streaked by the
drippage from the leaky tin gutter that ran along the
roof. The massive shutters, thrown back from the
long windows, were rotting away. Below the lifted
panes very clean worn curtains hung slack like things
exhausted by the heat.

Some papers had been thrust in the tin letter box
before the clumsy dark.green door, and as Mrs. Farley
emerged from the house she stopped to glance at them
before descending to the street. One of the papers had
a Kansas City postmark and she thought it must have
come for her husband from a certain woman whom she
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8 THE NARROW HOUSE

" was trying to forget. She placed the papers clumsily
back where she had found them.

As she passed down the stone stairs she stooped to
toss a bright scrap of orange peel to the gutter. She
sighed as she did it, not even taking the trouble to
brush the dust from the shabby white cotton gloves
she wore. Her skirt was too long behind and as she
dragged her feet across the pavement it swept the
ground after her. She glanced into the place which
was being repaired and wished that something might
be done to improve her home. At any rate now that
her daughter-in-law, Winnie, had become reconciled
to her parents things would be better. Mr. and Mrs.
Price were rich. They had a carriage and an automo-
bile. Mrs. Farley told herself that it was because of
her grandchildren that the end of the long family
quarrel brought some relief. Winnie’s two babies, a
- girl and a boy, would now enjoy many things which the
Farleys had not been able to provide. Mrs. Farley
thought of them going to church in Mrs. Price’s fine
carriage. Mrs. Farley knew that she should have taken
the part of her son, Laurence, who had been responsible
for the disagreement, but somehow it had been impos-
sible to condemn Winnie. The poor girl was not
strong. Laurie was & harsh man. He was stubborn.
He did not forgive easily and would suffer everything
rather than admit himself in the wrong. He had been
like that as a youth. And idly, as one in a boat allows
a hand to trail along the silken surface of the water,
the woman allowed her mind to drift with the surface
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wax-like skin, large, vapid, glazed, blue eyes, and thin,
damp curls of gray-blonde hair which clung to her hol-
low shoulders, rose from the shadowed doorstep.

“Hello, Grandma,” she called, with one hand smooth-
ing the front of her faded pink gingham dress, while
with the other she pressed her weight against the grimy
iron balustrade.

Mrs. Farley’s eyes frowned wearily but a conscien-
tious smile came to her lips that were twisted a little
with repugnance.

“Where’s Mamma, May?” she asked, not looking at
the child. “Is she lying down?” May sucked her mid-
dle finger and wagged her head from side to side. Her
smile was vacant in its timorous interest. “Do you
want to take one of my bundles?” May nodded her
head up and down and accepted the parcel. Her small
arm twined around it loosely. The front door was ajar,
opening into a familiar smelling twilight, and she
hopped after her grandmother into the house.

* L ] *

As Mrs. Farley entered the darkened bedroom, Win-
nie, in a cheap, fancy négligé of lilac and pink, rose
from an old corduroy-covered lounge and came forward
to meet her. Winnie’s small, pointed face was haggard
and smeary with tears. She gazed at her mother-in-
law with a childish look of reproach.

“O Mamma Farley, I know Laurie will say some
terrible thing again!” She wrung her hands that were
plump through the palm and had tapering fingers which

1
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usual Saturday baking, too. You’d better keep still
so you won’t be feeling worse tomorrow. If I get
through in time tonight I'm going to press your yel-
low dress for you. I want you to look pretty.” She
left the room.

Winnie was not sure that she wanted to look pretty.
She was a little ashamed of the feeling but she would
have liked to create with her parents the impression
that the Farleys had not treated her well. This was
from no desire to injure the Farleys but rather from
an intuition as to what kind of story of the past years
would please Mr. and Mrs. Price most and present
their daughter in the most interesting light.

May, sidling reluctantly toward the hall, still
watched her mother. Winnie’s eyes, with soft, hostile
possessiveness, fastened themselves on her little girl’s
face. May would have preferred not to meet her moth-
er’s eyes so straight,

“Come here, May!” Winnie sank suddenly to her
knees and held out her arms. May walked forward,
seeming not able to stop herself.

“You love Mamma anyway, don’t you?’’

“Yes,” May said. There were bubbles of saliva on
her lips because she would not take her finger away
from her mouth.

“You don’t think I’'m selfish, May?” Winnie shook
May a little, then held the child to her. A shudder
ran like a live, uncontrolled thing between them.

May was ashamed of the shudder as if it had been
her fault. Winnie drew away and stared at her daugh-
ter. Winnie’s eyes were soft and wistful with hurt, but
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May, with her eyes shut, stole out & hand which
trembled on her mother’s face. .

“You do love me then? May, you must! You
mustn’t love Papa best !’

“I don’t!”

They kissed. May saw that her mother’s eyes were
like things standing in their own shadows and loving
themselves. They liked being sad. They yearned over
May’s face, but it was as if they did not see it and were
yearning for themselves.

“Go play with Bobby then, dear, and don’t hurt poor
Mamma like that.”

“I won’t.”

May ran out and left Winnie looking into the glass
beyond where the child had been. Winnie could not
understand how she could be blamed for anything. She
was so innocent, so childlike. At one time Laurence
had been able to discover no faults in her. She re-
called the early months of their marriage and remem-
bered that in those days whenever she had reason to
think him displeased with her she made funny little
pictures of herself with her hands over her eyes and,
signing them “poor Winnie,” left them under his plate
at table where he found them at the next meal. A
pang of hatred shot through her, mingled with the
recollection of caresses, involuntary on his part. She
felt a need for justifying her increasing hardness of
heart and when she regarded herself sadly in the mir<
ror she was reassured. It was as if in the way her
tousled reddish curls shot back the light there was some-
thing that contradicted blame.
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handle reiaxed and he sat down very flat on his plump
bottom. Winnie dropped down beside him and began
to laugh. She could not have said why but she always
felt flattered by his defiance.

“Now what shall I do?” she demanded. They stared
at each other.

“I’m makin’ a house,” Bobby said. There were still
harsh lights in his placid eyes. They made her
ashamed and glad that she was his mother. Her heart
beat very fast and, escaping from an emotion which
perplexed and disturbed her, she threw her arms about
him and buried her face against his cool ear and his
moist, cool cheek. “Oh, you love me! You love me! I
know you love me!” she crooned, rocking him against
her. “You love me as well as you do Papa, I know you
do.”

Bobby wriggled. “Don’t love Papa!” he said.

“But you must! You know you must.” There was
a sob in Winnie’s voice. She was sick, she said to her-
self. That was why she wanted to be loved.

“‘Don’t love Papa!” You must love Papa, but
love Mamma, too! Oh, Bobby, poor Mamma !”” Bobby
tried to pull away again, but she had felt some one
looking at them and she would not let him go. Bobby’s
breath was warm on her half bare breast.

She turned her head, guilty, and ready to cry with
hatred of her guilt. Laurence was in the doorway.
She knew he had hesitated there, but when she looked at
him he walked straight forward past her with the air
of having only just arrived.

“Hello,” he said. “Glad you are up.”
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Winnie felt herself still to be good, pretty, and
sweet. She had a right to something beside this dis-
tant tenderness. She knew there had been times when
simply a look, a glance, a word from her had carried
him off his feet After these occasions there were
symptoms of self-contempt on his part. Yet he was
proud of her, she was certain. Often, without his being
aware of it, she had seen him betray to others a secret
vanity in possessing her. Surely it was no disgrace to
yield to her!

She had sometimes caught him staring at her ab-
stractedly, yet with such unyielding curiosity that it
made her shiver to remember it. She clung to him so
that he could not look at her like that now.

“Do you feel well enough to dress for dinner?”
Laurence asked.

“Yes, Laurie—D’ll feel all right if:

“If what?” He was always harsh when he joked.

She twisted the button of his coat. His eyes nar-
rowed against hers as though he were shutting her out.
His sweet, harsh lips smiled. He gave her a kiss and
moved out of her arms, going to the window.

She was ill. The doctor had advised another oper-
ation. Without it she could have no more children.
She would die. She looked at Laurence. He hurt her.
The line of his back against her forced her into herself.
It was a pain. But when she remembered what a seri-
ous state of health she was in most of her bitterness
passed away from her. An expression of sweetness and
resignation came into her face. Her gray-green eyes
shone in tears under her reddish, disheveled hair. In
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She was irritated because he would not forgive her,
but she went to him and laid her head against his coat.
A tremor shot through him when she touched him and
she did not know whether she was agitating him in a
manner complimentary to herself or not. But some-
thing in her hardened. He had no right to conceal him-
self.

“Oh, Laurie!” They were still against each other.
She felt him waiting for her to lift her head. When
people married they became one. She was conscious of
feeling cruel, but it seemed to her that she had nothing
to reproach herself with. “I cut myself on my mani-
cure scissors to-day. You mustn’t be stern with me.”
He could not help thinking what a common deceitful-
looking little hand she had. He was sorry for her.

“What a tragedy!” His lips rested on the finger an
instant without giving themselves. They quivered a
little. An emotion that was unpleasant and at the same
time exhilarating swept through her and seemed to lift
her from her feet. She thought sadly and complacently
of how much she had suffered for him already. '

“Where is May?” Laurence asked suddenly. He felt
that in kissing Winnie’s finger he had committed him-
self to some unknown almost sinister thing. He re-
sented the stupidity of his thought.

“Downstairs, I suppose.” When he talked of May,
Winnie was glad to leave him. She felt as if he were
lying to her.

Laurence moved toward the door, his gross body
large in the darkening room. Winnie seemed to know
each detail of him as he passed into the dark hall. It
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realized an ethereal quality in herself which coincided
with the whiteness of her little hands. She was aware
of her hands, delicate and precious against her breast.
Her breathing tightened. She did not want to remem-
ber the ugliness of the long illness she had had and to
think of the operation which threatened her threw her
into a panicc. When people talked too much to her
of death she only saw something ugly which she did
not understand. She wanted to get away from it. She
felt that she should not be forced to think of death. It
did not belong to her. If people only loved her and
allowed her to be herself she gave everything.

She turned away from the window and walked back
to the mirror.

[ ] [ ] .

Alice was the last to reach home for dinner. She
closed the front door briskly after her. Its thud was
muffled and at the same time emphasized by the quiet
of the empty street behind it. She whistled as she took
off her hat. The tramp of her feet toward the dining-
room was like a man’s.

“Hello, Mamma Farley. Hello, Laurie! Glad to see
you down, Winnie.” She tweaked Bobby’s ear.

“Hello, Aunt Alice!” His voice was thick. Like a
small amused Buddha, he looked at her.

May thought Aunt Alice was not going to notice
her, but Aunt Alice patted the little girl’s head. May
was terrified and relieved when the big hand brushed
her hair heavily. She smiled at Aunt Alice, but Aunt

N .






26 THE NARROW HOUSE

Farley’s conversation was always studiedly general.
Her voice was weak and toneless and a little harsh, but
she spoke carefully with an agreeable intonation.
While she talked, her stubby uncertain hand grasped
the hilt of a long horn-handled knife and the thin
flashing blade sunk into the brown crusted beefsteak,
so that the beautiful wine-colored blood spurted from
the soft pink inner flesh and mingled with the grease
that was cooling and coating the bottom of the dish.
She laid fat brown-edged pieces of pink meat on the
successive plates which she removed from a cracked
white pile before her. The boiled potatoes were over-
done and burst apart when she tried to serve them.
On the thin yellow skin which hardened over their mealy
insides there were greenish-gray spots.

“I’'m glad, Winnie. We’re all glad. No grievance
is worth hugging like this.” Mr. Farley held his hand
to his eyes but he spoke determinedly. They all knew
how hard it must be for him to accede to a meeting
with Mr. Price. Laurence, Alice, and Winnie thought
of the unkind things which Mr. Price had said about
their family scandal at the time of the break, and won-
dered if he would refer to it again.

Mr. Farley liked to do hard things. If his resolu-
tion hurt him he kept it and was not afraid of it.
He was comfortable in the bare cheaply furnished
dining-room because he felt that if he had desired
happiness he might not have been there; and as he was
very punctilious in his duties toward his wife he was
able to relieve the oppressive sense of sin which he had
carried with him during most of his life.
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Alice could not comprehend it. Winnie and Laurence
had been secretly married. When the Prices com-
manded their daughter to leave her husband, Laurence
had withdrawn from the decision and told her to do
as she liked. She had not been able to make herself
leave him. She did not know that she wanted to. Her
parents had cut her off. Ten months later May was
born. Laurence took his scientific knowledge to the
. laboratory of a manufacturer of serums and began
to make a living.

“I used up most of your ﬁve dollars on some hens
today, Alice.” Mrs. Farley’s conscience was heavy
with the sudden silence at the table. It merged into
her own inner silence and became the voice of herself
from which she was anxious to escape.

“Good.”

“You work so hard, Mamma Farley. Don’t!”
Winnie, not wanting Mamma Farley to work, felt sad
and nice again and justified before Laurence.

“I'm used to it.” Mrs. Farley’s mouth puckered
in a prim tired smile. The mouth was satisfied with
itself, so it drew up like that.

“Don’t deprive Mamma of the joy of martyrdom,
Winnie,” Alice insisted, laughing shortly. Mrs. Farley
kept her withered lips smiling, but her eyes, dull and
confused with resentment, felt covertly and bitterly for
her daughter’s face. Ahce ate, oblivious. Mrs. Farley,
with physical irritation, felt Alice eating beefsteak and
swallowing it half chewed.

“You leave Mother alone, Alice. Expend your be-
nevolent energies somewhere else.” Laurence, his lip
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“Does the doctor think his eyes will get well?> Mr.
Farley asked, too clouded with his own concerns to be
aware of the tension in Alice’s face.

“He hopes so. It is nervous strain and overwork
mostly. There was some sort of infection, but that
came as a result.”

“Then you’ll have a vacation. He can’t take you to
Europe.”

“No,” Alice said almost angrily. “I know where I
can get green things cheap, Mamma. That market on
Smith Street.”

“] sce where Ridge has been attacked by all his
radical friends. He seems to have most of the world
down on him for that last book.” Alice would not see
Laurence’s sneer.

“He’s too good for all of them,” she said sharply.

Winnie pursed her mouth. It was an effort not to
laugh. To see Alice show feeling for a man like Ridge
made one hysterical.

Mr. Farley was not thinking of Alice or of Horace
Ridge. Again and again, as if in spite of himself, he
allowed his gaze to rest on Winnie. His daughter-in-
law disturbed him and if he could avoid it he never
looked her in the eye. If he could keep from noticing
the throats and breasts and arms of women he was
usually all right. Then if he were obliged to see them
clearly he wanted to weep with the pain of it and
when tears again blurred his vision he was relieved.
Marriage had been a failure. There had been, he felt,
terrible things in his life. Sex had invariably placed
him in the wrong, so sex must be the expression of a
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as though some one breathed into her face, close against
her, stifling her. The yellow gas flame rushed up from
the jet with a stealthy noise. The street outside was
still.

Alice sat down before her typewriter and stared at
it. Suddenly her full breasts heaved. “Oh, my God!”
She buried her face. Her blouse pulled tight across
her shoulders as she stretched' her arms in front of
her.

Horace Ridge was going to Europe to remain two
years. He might get well. He might die. His eyes.
She felt herself lost in the darkness of his eyes.

Then something broke in her. I’ll tell him. I'll go
with him.

She dared not see herself in the glass opposite. Once
she had abandoned herself to her desire to be beautiful.
She remembered, with a horrible sense of humiliation,
the hours spent behind locked doors when she had tried
to make herself into something men would like. One
day she had done her hair a new way, and, going into
the living-room, had caught Laurence’s ridiculing eyes
upon her. That was before he married Winnie. Alice
realized that something had gone wild in her. She
had picked a paper knife from a table and hurled it
at him and it had cut his hand. His face had turned
scarlet, then white, then scarlet again. He had gone
out as if he were glad, without speaking to her.

After that she fixed her hair the old way and avoided
the mirror. She did not want to realize what she was.
Nothing existed but work.

When she met a pretty woman in the streets Alice
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dictated his book. Then in the turmoil she could see
Horace Ridge’s big figure still against the light of the
window where he worked. Alice felt herself light, clear
and vacuous, absorbed in the substantiality of this pic-
ture.

Christ died on a cross. She felt sick as with disgust.
Good to others. Hate. Winnie.

Alice could not bear to think of the children born of
Winnie. Bobby born of Winnie. She could not think
of him. Virgin Mary. There seemed something secret
and awful in maternity—some desecration. She felt
the child helplessly intimate with the mother’s body.
He did not want her. Other religions. No time to
read up. Buddha. Sex. Marriage. Laurie was an
atheist. He wanted to be perverse.

Must be something. Nice pictures. Art. Beauty.

When she said beauty to herself her heart was hard
with resentment. Long-haired men. Rot. They did
not understand.

She cried a few moments thinking of nothing, but it
was as if something unseen grew strong with her weak-
ness, It drank her misery and left her dry. She got
up, feverish, and stood before the glass, hating herself.
Her waist had pulled apart in front and she saw the
swell of her big firm breast. Her face was heavy
and ugly with rebellion, sallow, the eyes inflamed.

She saw her breast. Strange shiver of curiosity
about herself. Why did it hurt her to see her breast?
She covered it up.

She looked at herself, into her hot eyes. Something
cried inside her for mercy, but she would not take her
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She cried a long time. The work would have to go.
At last she crept off the bed and undressed herself and
put out the light, but she lay awake, and the darkness
remained electric and horrible. She closed her eyes
and tried to shut out its intimacy.

Mamma and Papa Farley. What was wrong be-
tween them? Sex. Horror. She tried to keep her
thoughts from integrating. Child. She bit her wrist
again and turned over in bed. Too proud to hate
Winnie. Other girls. Their faces opened against hers.
They were white and flowering in the dark. Eyes open,
waiting to receive men. She shivered. One must think
about these things. Winnie’s maternity. Bobby seemed
slimed all over with Winnie. To wash Bobby clean—
clean of Winnie!

Alice was still awhile. She was dark inside, but the
dark grew calm. She began to go over things very
clearly. What was passion? Fourteen years old.
Pain. Words written on back fences.

I am glad to be out of it. Poor little Winnie.

Outside, cool. Cool ache of being outside life.

Horace Ridge’s settled form, quiet against the danc-
ing window. He turned in his chair. Kind eyes behind
glasses. He could keep people outside him because he
had all they could give him already there behind brown
agate eyes.

Albert Price—short trousers, face like a girl’s. They
knew.

She, twenty-nine years old, outside their lives. She
did not want her body. If she could only make Horace
Ridge understand that she had no body! Clothes made
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hung on her chest twinkled. Short straight soft hairs
floated, unpinned, at the nape of her neck. When she
turned her head the withered skin made fine swirls of
wrinkles about her throat. She walked very fast about
the parlor putting the chairs in place. She took short
steps so that her haste appeared feverish. The occa-
sion seemed to fill her with a kind of worried happiness.

Mr. Farley had put on his frock coat. He had no
dignity in it.

“Don’t work too hard, Mother.” He went into the
dining-room smiling in bland anticipation of whomever
should be there.

Alice was at table. She was ashamed of her red
eyes and barely glanced up. “What would Mamma do
if we forgot for one day to object to her working
so hard?”

Mr. Farley spread his coat-tails and sat down on
the oak chair with the imitation leather seat. Alice’s
remarks about her mother made him feel guilty.

“We should have gotten up earlier so your mother
wouldn’t have the dishes to worry about.”

“I’m going to wash ’em,” Alice said shortly.

It was a hot day. The clouded sky was a colorless
glare. A thick wind stirred the ragged awnings up-
stairs before the bedroom windows. For a moment the
sun came out as though an eye had opened. The house
fronts were a pale bright pink. Dust made little eddies
in the empty Sunday street. The awnings lifted, then
hung inert like broken wings. When a wagon passed
you could hear, above the rattle of the wheels, the
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the check reins and pressed the street with harsh
hoofs below their rigid ankles. Watching them, May
uttered a little cry of terror and delight; but she
thought some one had heard her and she clapped her
hand over her mouth.

The footman had jumped from his place, and Mr.
and Mrs. Price were descending from the carriage.

" Indoors, Winnie felt her heart swell with a pain of
pride. These were her parents. All these years she
had been robbed of this!

“Oh, Mamma Farley! They’ve come! They’ve
come! T thought I should never see them again!”
Winnie’s smooth fingers clutched Mrs. Farley’s stiff
nerveless palm. “What shall I do? It hasn’t been my
fault, has it, Mamma Farley?” Winnie’s soft relent-
less gaze clung to her mother-in-law’s face.

Mrs. Farley nervously desired to evade. Winnie
made her feel guilty of the situation with which she
had nothing to do.

“Now, dear! Now, dear! We won’t talk about who’s
" to blame. Could your mother have written the note
she did if she intended to reproach you?”

“But Papa And Laurence hasn’t come back
yet! He and Papa will quarrel again! You shouldn’t
have let him do this way, Mamma Farley! Oh, feel my
hands! They’re so cold!” Her eyes, large and dark,
shone with a languid and deliberate excitement. She
wished that Alice were in the room to see her., Wry
thoughts of Laurence. Resentment in Winnie’s mind
was like grit in something that otherwise would have
moved oiled.
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under his thin yellow-gray mustache. There was no
color anywhere about his face. Only under his chin
where he had not shaved clean you might detect his
beard by a colorless shining.

There was a moment of silence and hesitation.
“Winnie!” Mrs. Price’s voice shook. “Mamma !”
They lay in each other’s arms.

Mrs. Price’s fragile hand moved uneasily over her
daughter’s hair.

Mr. Price, gruff and uncomfortable, his face un-
moved, said, “Where do I come in?”

Winnie reached out and patted her father’s arm.
He took her hand. She kissed him, not wanting to.
He made her think of herself. She wanted to relax in
joyous agony. Lifting her soft strange eyes to her
mother, Winnie was double, knowing, as before a
mirror, how she looked. Sweet to have people unkind
when you could forgive them!

But behind everything the recollection of Laurie in-
truded harshly.

In the background Mrs. Farley stood uneasily, and
May, afraid to enjoy the family happiness, yet unable
to leave, hopped from one foot to the other with
subdued exclamations, her face alternately blank with
confusion or atremble with response.

“Don’t cry, Winnie, dear. We are all so glad, Mrs.
Farley.” Mrs. Price pushed Winnie gently aside and
put out a frail hand, determined, though it shook a
little. Mrs. Farley’s fingers were clumsy, fumbling for
Mrs. Price. Mr. Price shook hands in a fat abrupt
fashion. They passed into the house.
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As Alice remained gruff and unmoved Winnie became
more humble.  “You don’t look like it, Please let me
be happy, Alice. I can’t if—if. ”

“Nonsense,” Alice said.

Winnie smiled mistily at everybody.

“Come sit by me. I want to see my dear little girl.”
Mrs., Price disliked Alice, who remained hard and kind
while Winnie cried with happiness. “You’re not well,
I know, Mrs, Farley wrote me. There, theree. We
mitst begin to take better care of you.” Mrs. Price
pulled Winnie to her. Winnie’s eyes, rapacious with
ktsnility, were lifted again,

Mr. Farley came in, casting a rapid glance around
the group, His smile was patient. Fear made him
tired,

“Well, well—we're so—Mrs. Price.” He stopped
tefore her, not sure that she would shake hands with
himn, $he gave him her finger tips and he took them
miserably,

“Yen, 'm sure you all enjoy seeing Winnie happy,”
Mrs. Price said, She was cold and kind. Mr. Farley
knew what she was thinking of—Helen out in Kansas
City. "T'hey had spoken of the old scandal in objecting
to Winnie’s marriage.

“Mr. Price?”

“Hello, Farley. Hello.” Mr. Price got up reluc-
tantly. His hand clasp was a condescension.

Mr. Farley had given his hand limply. His mouth
bent with acceptance. His smile was still tolerant but
a little bitter, and he did not look up.
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Mrs. Price had risen with her husband and stood,
sad and calm, watching them leave. Life had wrung
her, but she had grown sure in compromise. There
was dignity in her sureness.

“Well,” said Mr. Price shortly, “I don’t see that
husband of yours about !’

Winnie started tremulously. She smiled at him with
a relaxed mouth. “Papa, dear, I know: »  She
gulped, still smiling.

“Yes, I know. I know. I suppose he’s run away
from us.”

“He’ll probably be in later, won’t he, dear?” Mrs.
Price’s transparent smile was a thin shield guarding
Winnie from her father.

Winnie tried to speak. Then she gave way and flung
her white arms about her mother’s throat. “Oh,
M-mother!”

“There, there. I know.”

“Confound him!” said Mr. Price very savagely, bit-
ing his mustache.

“Please, Perry!”

“Oh, that’s all right. That’s all right. I’m not go-
ing to lose my temper.”

“Don’t cry, Winnie. Sweet Winnie.”

“What I want to know is whether that—whether he
refused to meet us or not?” Mr. Price asked.

“Oh, Mother—Papa—I »

“Don’t cry, Winnie. It’s all right. Your father
has resolved to overlook things and if he can bring
himself to do that about what has already happened
this last little rudeness certainly won’t matter.”
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long—suﬁ'enng woman and has borne her lot very
patiently.”

Winnie wanted to ask more. She hid her face again.
Once Laurie—

“Laurence never talks of it, and ‘'you know before,
when Papa tried to tell me, how it was—you wouldn’t
let him. What was it, Mamma?”

“Do we need to talk about it, dear?””> Mrs. Price
stroked Winnie’s hair.

“It was the talk about the town. I don’t see why
she shouldn’t hear it! I wanted her to know it all
before so that she could understand my objection to
such a match.”

“But we never understood clearly how it was our-
selves, Perry. You know when Winnie was married and
you wanted to tell her I thought it was no fit topic for
a young girl, I said

“Yes, I know you said, but if she had known all about
the thing from the start she might have made a better
match for herself. At any rate, she’s old enough to
hear things now.”

Winnie looked up and stood away from her mother.
“Please, Papa, Laurie——"

“Yes, Perry, it isn’t right to Winnie. We mustn’t
feel this way about her husband.”

Winnie’s little face was hard and a small soft fire of
malice burned in her eyes. Though she resented
Laurence, she was with him against her parents. She
would have exulted in making them feel his inexorable-
ness. Because he was strong against them she seemed
to feel herself inside his strength, corroding it with
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“Oh, Winnie,” Mrs. Price protested, “how can you
ask such things!”

Mr. Price, hands in pockets, rose on his toes and
sucked his mustache in and out.

“They committed every sin which the flesh has been
heir to since the fall of man, so I suppose they had a
child too.”

“You don’t know?”

“I have it on very good authority that they did.”

“The child, of course, was spirited away.”

“And where did the woman go?”

“Out West. To Kansas or Texas. Something.”’
8till he rose on his toes. The flavor of his mustache
seemed to give him a peculiar relish.

“Oh, Papa, how awful! I didn’t know it was as bad
as that” Winnie dilated with her secret. A quick
passionate resolution of triumph shot through her.
Her eyes shone tragically.

“Winnie—my dear—you are in no state to hear
things like this,” Mrs. Price said. There was a light
knock at the door. “Psh!’

Mr. Price started a little, but continued to elevate
and lower himself on his toes and stare at the ceiling.
Winnie clutched her hands to her breast.

“Come in.”” Mrs. Price lifted her trembling voice.

Alice’s face in the doorway. None of them could
look at her. Winnie met the face at last.

“Bobby’s awake.”

“Isn’t that nice. Now I will see the dear baby.”

“Yes, Mother. Come, Father.” Winnie, with a high
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son,” she declared after a minute. There was some-
thing defiant in the way she stroked his hair, but she
remained very gentle and ladylike.

May stood to one side, quivering. She wanted them
to see her but, for fear they might send her away, kept
very quiet. When Bobby did not want to be petted she
was uncomfortable and when he liked it she was happy
too.

. . .

Laurence had come into the house and, finding the
lower floor deserted, had gone upstairs. He stood in
the bedroom doorway. Winnie saw him first. She
was disconcerted for a moment. A little shiver of ex-
citement went through her. But she recovered herself
as she gazed at him and felt small and strong.

“Laurie!” She made a cooing sound of pleasure.
She turned to her mother. ‘“Oh, Mamma, I want you
and Laurie to hug!”

Mrs. Price’s face was stained with faint color. She
grew brittle and tense in her uncertainty. Holding
Bobby on her arm, she put her hand out. It was as if
she put her hand between herself and Laurence. “I
hope we both love Winnie enough to overlook things,”
she said.

“T hope so, Mrs. Price,” he agreed, coming forward,
his lids drooping as if to shut out the painful sight
of them all. He smiled in shame. They shook hands.

“Now, Papa!” Winnie led her father forward by
his coat sleeve.

“How-d’ye-do, Farley? How-d’ye-do?” Mr. Price
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“Bobby is too heavy for you, Mrs. Price,”” Mrs.
Farley protested, coming forward with an air of fur-
tive protest.

“No, no!” Mrs. Price, exaggeratedly polite, held
him closer and smiled. The smile made Mrs. Farley
helpless. Mrs. Price knew it.

Mr. Farley had been outside the group. Now he
moved nearer Mrs. Price and, leaning forward, shook
Bobby’s inert fist. “You like your old grandad, eh?
You like your old grandad?”

Bobby scowled on them all and put his thumb to his
mouth.

“What did I tell you about sucking your thumb?”
Laurence demanded sternly.

Winnie’s sweet eyes, covert with knowledge, gloated
on her husband’s face. “Don’t be cross to him,
Laurie, when everything’s so nice.”

“Stop sucking your thumb.” Laurence took Bobby’s
thumb down from his mouth.

“For Heaven’s sake, leave him alone. You’ll nag him
to death. All this ohing and ahing is enough to drive
him to something worse than sucking his thumb,” Alice
said shortly.

Laurence gave her a swift contemptuous glance of
anger, but controlled himself. “That’s a good boy,”
he said more kindly as Bobby lifted himself straighter
and stared around.

“Oh, everything’s so nice! I was so afraid it wouldn’t
be?” Winnie sighed again with happiness. Laurence
passed his hand over his eyes, the delicate hand that,
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Mr. Price glanced up at Laurence. “Have, eh?
Ain’t you an atheist? Last time I talked with you,
didn’t you tell me you were an atheist?”

“I did, Mr. Price. I’m afraid I am deficient in tact.”
Smiling, Laurence lifted eyes in which the light of hate
was drawn inward toward some obscure point of agony.

Mrs. Price sct Bobby on the floor. His legs were
stiff with being held and he made a few steps away from
her uncertainly like a drunkard. “The dear child!”’
she murmured uneasily. Her quiet smile was over her
face like the still surface of a pool filled underneath
with little frightened fish.

“Tact, ch?” Mr. Price was not sure what the re- °
mark meant, but, to give himself time, permitted a
knowing twinkle to creep into his eyes. He rose on his
toes. “If you'll leave off trying to set up science in
the place of God we’ll overlook your lack of tact,” he
conceded finally. .

Laurence bit his lips. He assumed an irritating air
of indulgent amusement. It was irresistible. He dared
not look at Winnie. “I’ve sworn to preserve a rever-
ential silence in regard to all of your pet fallacies,
Mr. Price.”

“My pet fallacies, eh! The years haven’t taught you
respect for the opinions of your betters, then?”

“I’ve never met them,” Laurence said. Mr. Farley
coughed. Mrs. Price had called Bobby back and was
talking to him in a low tone, very intently. Mrs.
Farley talked to Bobby too. Alice made with her
tongue a clicking sound of impatience. Laurence had
moved away from May. She watched the men in con-
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doubt that as in the present case the ass had ears!” he
said sharply.

Winnie began to cry.

“I’ll go, Winnie,” he told her. It was inevitable.
He had been that way before with Mr. Price. His hand
fell from May’s shoulder. He walked out. In the
silence the group could hear the thick beat of his feet
as he descended the carpeted stairs, and the reverbera-
tion of the front door which he slammed as he passed
into the street.

Mr. Price’s face was a dull red. He puffed out his
cheeks. “That’s what it comes to!” He shrugged his
shoulders unutterably and turned with a gesture of de-
parture and dismissal.

“Please don’t go, Father!”

Mrs. Farley was wringing her hands. As May
watched she seemed to be weeping from her own eyes
her mother’s tears.

“For Heaven’s sake, don’t take Laurence seriously,
Mr. Price,” said Alice.

Mr. Price lifted both hands with the palms out. “I
don’t! I don’t! God forbid that any one should take
that foolhardy blasphemy seriously.”

Mr. Farley passed his hand over his face as though
to brush away a cloud. His eyes were uneasy, his smile
one of apology. “Laurence will regret it as soon as
he is in the street.”

“Regret! Regret’s not the right emotion to recall
that kind of talk. I take no account of what he said
to me, but no one can go about in contempt of the God
who made him and not suffer for it.”
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unshed tears of perplexity, shambled after, her dress
rustling and disturbing her desire for self-effacement.
Mr. Farley descended the stairs with finger tips gliding
along the rail, smiling the abased smile of a blind man.
May, hesitating on each step, dragged unnoticed a long
way behind.

. . .

In the early morning the cloudy air had a texture
like wet wool. The sky radiated colorless heat like a
pool of warm water which one saw into from the
depths. Work had not yet begun on the corner house,
but in front of it dangled platforms suspended from
pulleys. The vacant windows smeared with paint gave
the house the look of a silly face smeared with weeping,
an expression of tortured immobility.

Alice, on her way to work, had just emerged from
her front doorway. As she descended to the street she
watched ahead of her a tall, very thin woman in a worn
silk blouse and an old skirt that still smacked of an
ultra mode. The woman dragged beside her a very
little boy in tight pants and a gay shirt. The little
boy, swinging by her hand, leaned heavily away from
her to pull a small red wooden wagon after him.

When the woman turned her head Alice saw her
bright blonde hair combed in glossy and salient puffs,
a cheap and unconscious defiance above her wasted
face and her breasts, sucked dry on her flat body,

Alice walked after her. Life. Thinking of money.
In the hot bed they touched each other. Rent due.
The child began to cry.
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“I won’t give myself the opportunity. I won’t see
him again.”

“Oh, Laurie !

He withdrew above her, making himself paternal.
“You must be sensible about this thing, Winnie. It’s
all right. I want you to see and be with your parents.
If I avoid them it will be only for your sake. You’re
not well, Winnie. You’re a little unreasonable.”

“I can’t bear being sick! Oh, Laurie, I won’t be
operated on! I can’t bear it!?” Her voice was passion-
ate. She shrank, looking smaller among the big pil-
lows. He pushed her into the limbo of invalidism. She
did not know how to get out. His kindness was a wall
between them.

He smoothed her hair. She was crushed under his
tolerant hand smoothing away curls from her tear-wet
face. “Shall I tell Mamma Farley you are ready for
your breakfast?”’

She gazed at him. Her eyes hurt him. They stabbed
him through the silence she made. “Laurie, I think
we are going to be so happy and then all at once when
you talk about my being sick you seem so far away.
You do love me?” She clung to his arm.

“Of course.”

“Then kiss me again.” He kissed her. Her terrible
hunger hurt and confused him. He would rather not
have seen her thin throat that suggested a young
swan’s, her pointed chin, her eyes, and the reddish hair
which had slipped in confusion about her shoulders.
The room, filled with her knick-knacks, choked him—
her clothes on a chair, some soiled satin slippers, the
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“Don’t joke! I want you to love me.”

“I do love you.”

She was tired. She buried her face in the pillows.
He rose from the bed and put on the rest of his clothes,
but when he said good-by to her she would not answer
him. He outraged the essence of her sex. She was
weak. She wanted him to be weaker than she. She
felt that he owed it to her. It was a crumb from his
strength, she felt, to be weak to her who had to be weak
to the whole world. She would not forgive him.

* L 4 *

Laurence went out of the room, out of the house. A
pale fiery mist rose up from between the houses and
filled the wet morning street. The houses with low-
ered blinds were secret and filled with women. Girls
going to work came out of the houses like the words
of women. Women going to market passed slowly be-
fore him with their baskets. Pregnant women walked
before him in confidence. The uncolored atmos-
phere threw back the sky. It was the mirror of women.
Laurence felt crowded between the bodies of women
and houses. He walked quickly with his head bent.

On the concrete pavements, washed white as bones
by the storm of the night before, were rust-colored pud-
dles. Dark and still, they quivered now and again,
like quiet minds touched by the horror of a recollection.
The reflections of the houses lay deep in them, shat-
tered, like dead things.

L] L ] L]
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grateful to the age and ugliness which did not claim
her. ‘

Mrs. Farley did not want Winnie to gaze at her
any more. “Look! Bobby’s awake,” she said.

Winnie was satisfied and ready to be glad of Bobby,
too.

The child sat up drunkenly. His touseled hair,
matted with sweat, lay dark on his brow. His eyelids
were pale and swollen with sleep. He rubbed them
with his fists.

“Children are the surest happiness,” Mrs. Farley
said.

Winnie was oppressed. “I’m so afraid of being sick,
Mamma Farley.”

“You’ll soon be well, I hope.” Mrs. Farley had an
air of resolution and dismissal. She went squinting
to the crib. “My, what a sleepy boy!”

Laurie. Love. Children. Winnie had a terrible
sense that she was losing some unknown thing which
was precious and belonged to her but of which she
was afraid.

“His night drawers are too small. His grand-
mother’ll have to make him some. There’s some nice
stuff at that store next to the bakery.”

They talked of shops. The atmosphere of the room
seemed to lift with the lightness and sureness of their
talk. They were safe and at rest among unchanging
irrelevances. Women knew best the sureness of trifles.
These were the things which did not change—which
men could not change.

] L J *
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May sucked her finger and ducked her head side-
wise, smiling. Her finger slipped out of her mouth with
a plop. She put it back between her wet lips.

“Coming in?” Aunt Alice held the door back. May
went after her into the hall that was full of the smell
of baking bread. Aunt Alice threw off her hat and
walked, heavy-footed, into the living-room. May
trailed after her in limp timidity.

Winnie, in her lilac négligé, sat in an armchair.
“Oh, Alice. I’ve been talking to the doctor again and
he’s so horrid. He says I should have been operated
on right after Bobby was born and now I’'m getting
worse.”

Alice stood beside the chair and stared down. “Doc-
tors like to croak.”

Winnie reached up and clutched Alice’s square dark
hand. Winnie’s white fingers were little claws digging
into Alice’s swarthy flesh. “Say I don’t have to! I
can’t, Alice! I can’t!”’ .

“Well, I certainly wouldn’t until I got into better
shape nervously than you are now.”

“Mother wants me to go away with her and I don’t
dare. I know it would do me good but I don’t dare,
Alice.” Winnie half sobbed.

“Don’t dare? What rot! Why shouldn’t you
dare?”

“Laurie will hate me if I go off with Mother! It
doesn’t matter how sick I am, he will hate me!’

“Winnie, you’re talking the most unmitigated non-
sense.”
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fragments—allusions. Now she felt strange. She
wanted to hear more but could not—not from Winnie’s
lips. Alice’s coarsely fine face burnt bronze with
shame. Her sad eyes of thick brown searched Win-
nie’s evasive features distrustfully. “You mustn’t talk
about this, Winnie,” Alice said. “In the first place it
has nothing to do with Laurence. You know as well
as I do that Laurence cares for nobody but you and
never will. I don’t believe he feels hard toward you
because you want to see your mother.”

“Now you’re angry with me?”

“Pm not. I’'m going upstairs to wash and brush.
You cut out this morbid nonsense, Winnie.” Alice
smiled a hard, kind, dismissing smile, and turned away,
walking briskly out with her firm, awkward stride.

May edged out of the shadow and came nearer her
mother. It was half dark in the room. Winnie sniffed,
oblivious to May. May came and stood very near.
She reached over and passed a hesitant hand along
the arm of her mother’s chair.

Winnie started. May drew back and stood teetering
on one foot, her face alternately dark and smiling.
“Oh, May, I t-told you to go out.”

May hung her head. A sort of shiver like the shim-
mer of water passed over her pale, uneasy face. She
wanted to go toward her mother. Wanted almost un-
endurably to go. But something in her mother held
her off. May was in torment between the two im-
pulses which possessed her equally.

Winnie wiped her eyes. “Come here,” she said at
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“Walk?” He looked up at her. He was vaguely
patient and smiling a little. “Isn’t it raining?”

“No. Come along.” Alice took his arm. He folded
his paper carefully and placed it on the table. Then,
stiff and heavy in his movements, he got up.

Alice dragged him into the hall and he took his hat
down. “You ought to have something over your head,”
he said to her.

“Rubbish! It’s summer. Come on.”

Alice flung the front door wide. The wind took
their breaths for a second. He stumbled a little as he
followed her down the steps and into the empty street.
Overhead the moon, a lurid yellow, scudded between
transparent black clouds.

“It’s too stormy to walk. We mustn’t go far or
the rain will catch us.”

“It won’t yet awhile. I had to get out of that
house.” Alice linked her arm in his. She could feel
his discomfort in her talk as though it came through
her sleeve against him.

“I’m sorry to hear you talk about your home like
that, Alice.” Mr. Farley sounded hurt.

“Who wouldn’t! I loathe Mamma—that’s all.”

Mr. Farley’s arm quivered where it brushed Alice’s
shoulder. “You’re unjust to her. She’s done the
best she can for you.”

“Has she! Well, my God, she couldn’t have done
worse.”

“I don’t think you’re just to her.”

They walked on. Alice’s heavy skirt beat her ankles
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above her stout shoes. Mr, Farley’s coat-tails flapped.
Paper rustled in the gutter.

“You make me sick about being just to Mamma,”
Alice said almost tenderly. “Whom was she ever just
to? What about being just to yourself ?”

“We can’t ask too much for ourselves in this life,”
Mr. Farley said soberly.

“Bosh! I wish to Heaven you had left her that time
when you wanted to!”

Mr. Farley was shocked. Alice had never spoken to
him like this. His arm quivered more than ever. Un-
able to reply to her for the moment, he was a dung-
beetle, rolling his astonishment over and over and mak-
ing it ready for speech.

“I hardly know how to answer you, Alice. I don’t
think there ever was a time when I could have taken
any joy which came through a sacrifice of other peo-
ple’s happiness. I ?” He was confused by his own
words. He stopped talking suddenly. Alice could feel
that his body was rigid against hers. He could not
forgive her.

“Not even when you loved that Mrs. Wilson, eh?”
She remembered the name all at once, having heard it
long ago.

Mr. Farley stopped, still. He put his hand to his
forehead. His other arm fell away from Alice. It
took him an instant to answer her. She tapped her
foot on the pavement. The wind whizzed in their
€ars.

“Alice, I—you are referring to things too personal
to—I ought to resent it.”
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“Resent it. I’d be glad to see you resent something.”
She wanted him to strike fire against her mother’s dull- .
ness.

He could not bear her smile.

“Your mother is & good woman

“I suppose she is. God save us from good women !’

Mr. Farley walked on slowly. He walked like an old
man, It made him feel tired when he thought that any-
one questioned the nobility and excellence of his reso-
lution. :

“When you have had more experience of life, Alice,
you will see how easily we err, and how it’s always bet-
ter to accept the weight of old burdens rather than
assume new ones.’

“I’m not likely to be offered new ones.”

“What do you mean?”

“What I say. Ugly old maid at twenty-nine. My
life will go on like this forever and ever.”

Mr. Farley was ashamed with Alice because she told
the truth about herself. It hurt him to face her ugli-
ness and not be allowed to lie to her.

“That’s morbid talk,” he said, walking more slowly
and rubbing his forehead again.

“Bosh! I'm not morbid. My life ends where it be-
gan—that’s all. You’re the one who makes me sick.
Why don’t you kick out of this? Why don’t you find
somebody with some self-respect who means something
to you, and go off and be happy? Some people may
admire you for all this giving up your soul and allow-
ing it to be spit on, but I don’t.” Her heart was hard
against him. It relieved her to push her father from

”»
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daughter stealthily. “You don’t seem to be well, Alice.
DI’ve nqticed how fidgety you’ve been getting in this
heat.”

“I wish it were only the heat.” Alice sat up and
hugged her knees with her big bare arms. Her night-
gown was loose. It showed her heavy neck and the
swell of her large breast. Her hair had slipped down
and hung in moist dull locks about her hard intent
face. “Do you think this operation Winnie has to go
through with is serious?”’

Mrs. Farley rocked herself a little. Her heel tapped
the carpet restlessly. “I don’t know. How can you
tell?”

“At any rate her parents can afford to give her the
best care.”

“Yes, but that’s the worst of it! The worst of it.
Laurence can’t bear to have her take things from
them.” Mrs. Farley spoke in a worn flat voice and
rocked herself again.

“How absurd !’ :

““Oh, he’ll have to let them help. There’s nothing
else to do.”

“I suppose that’s why Winnie’s always in hysterics
lately?”

“Is she?”

“My God, Mamma! Take a little interest in some-
thing.” ‘

Tears of protest rose in Mrs. Farley’s eyes. Her
mouth shook. She made an effort to rise, then sank
back. ¢“No, I take no interest in anything but work,”
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now. Dve sacrificed myself for what I thought best
and it’s nobody’s business but my own.”

“Sacrificed !” echoed Alice contemptuously.

“I won’t listen to you and that’s all there is to it.
I never expected gratitude so I’'m not disappointed.”
Mrs. Farley, not looking back, dragged into the hall.

Alice lay still an instant, her expression one of re-
lentless retrospect. Her eyes were enigmatic but her
mouth was twisted with disgust and her nostrils were
wide and tense. She reached above her head and turned
out the light.

The curtain flapped. Staccato fingers of rain tapped
on, the pane.

In the room it was dark. The narrow dark. The
walls of the room drew near. She felt herself pressed
between them. '

Alice tossed from side to side. When she lay quiet
finally the darkness receded from her, touched her lids
softly in passing.

Death! Oh, my God, I want life!

She sat up in bed holding her heavy breasts. Father!
A great body unmotivated. Alice’s hot will sought for
a world to impregnate. Wish-washy mother who had
given birth meaninglessly.

Horace Ridge. She grew cool with despair—de-
sireless.

The hot sheets turned cool. Far away the beat of
rain on the window. Under the lifted sash the rain-wet
wind swept through the room, frozen pain, threads of
frozen wonder embroidering the hot dark. Wet wind
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Her heart smoldered damply in its resxg'natlon. She
squeezed love out of her heart.

Those awful days! Ten years older. People one
did not know seemed to seek one accusingly in the street.

Furtively, she recalled the birth of her son, remem-
brance of a strength that had somehow become weari-
ness. Winnie.

In the dark doorway Winnie appeared in a muslin
dress. She was smiling, a little wan. Her hair was
dressed high. She looked plaintive yet determined.

“I won’t be sick and lie around,” she said. “I’'m
going to help you work.”

“You’re going to do nothing of the sort! You
sit right down here and I’ll give you your breakfast
at once. Did that child wake you up after all?”

“No. I was awake,”

“Well, sit down.”

“Qh, Mamma Farley, I want to fix my own egg.”
Winnie, protesting without conviction, allowed herself
to be pressed into a chair.

“Where did you leave Bobby?”

“He’s still asleep.”

“Well, you had no business to get up.”

Winnie gazed up with sweet greedy eyes. “I don’t
dare be sick any more. Sick people are horrid. No-
body loves them.” Winnie’s mouth was patient, quiv-
ering, below her lifted eyes.

“Yes. Nobody loves them.” Mrs. Farley joked la-
boriously.

“You dear!” Winnie reached out and grasped Mrs.
Farley’s hand. Winnie’s eyes, like brown bees, crept
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He shook his head. “I don’t know what to say to
you lately.”

She reached up and laced him with her arms. “Am
I so unreasonable? Oh, Laurie, I don’t want to die.”

He seated himself helplessly on the arm of her chair.
“Why think &bout something so improbable as dying?”’

“But I might. I want you to care,”” she whispered.

“Don’t you think I care?” His voice had a grating
note as he tried to be light.

“Of course—yes—I guess so. But it’s so awful to
think about.”

“Then don’t think of it.”

“I can’t help it.”

Death. The word had not been alive to her until
this moment. Suddenly she heard it about her, whis-
pering like wings. She floated beyond Laurence, be-
yond the room.

With a quick intake of breath she shut out terror
grown too delicious.

“Then you will let me go away with Mother? You
won’t stop loving me, Laurie?”

“I’ll shake you for talking nonsense,’” he said, get-
ting up.

She hated him for escaping her, but her mind was
made up and the next day when her mother called the
morning of departure was set.

L L L

Settling her pince-nez on her flat nose before her
fixed and despairing eyes, Mrs. Price pressed Winnie’s
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his desk. He was subdued in his movements, trying
not to rouse her. She watched him between half-closed
lids. He was familiar to her. The very crooked set
of his thick neck in his broad shoulders was food to
her. Hungrily she opened her eyes wider and lifted
herself to her elbow.

“What’s the matter, Laurie? Her whisper, sharp
and sweet, pierced the somber stillness of the room
where the shades had been drawn for her to rest.

“Hello! I came to get a note book. Did I wake
you?” He had started at the sound of his name, but
as he faced her he held himself contained in his sharp
cold smile.

“I don’t care. Dve been having horrid dreams,
Laurie.”

“That’s a silly thing to do.”

“Don’t make fun of me. Come sit by me a minute.”

“I haven’t much time, dear.” He came and sat on
the edge of the couch. “Don’t you want the shades
up? It’s so gloomy.”

“I want you first. See how cold my hands are!”

She gave him her hands. He took them as though
he did not know what to do with them. His eyes were
still full of the brightness of the street and he could
not see her plainly.

“I want you to love me. Oh, Laurie, you do love
me!” She groped up his arms, his cheek, until she
had found his mouth. She covered it up with her hand.
She did not want it to speak against her. When he
tried to talk she pulled him down until his eyes pressed
her breast. She drew him deeper into the warm covers
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glad you’re going away with your mother. We'll give
you a nice rest and have you all fixed up.”

“You don’t love me!” she said, looking at him storm-
ily.
y“Please, Winnie. Things are hard enough.” His
face was drawn with the effort of his continued smile.

“You don’t.” She turned over and closed her eyes.

“Don’t be absurd.” He joked uncomfortably.

But she would not look at him.

He walked out on tiptoe as though he thought her
asleep.

When she knew he was gone she began to cry, and,
keeping her eyes closed, moved her head from side to
side and struck into the pillows with her fist.

- [ ] [ ]

Laurence did not go home to dinner, but remained
working at the laboratory until after midnight. As
he walked home the city streets, washed thinly with
light, were yet thronged. His mind was sharply intent
on itself. It was like the keel of a ship, parting the
swarming life before it.

But as he drew nearer the place where Winnie was
his heart strained. He felt suffocated. There were
women standing in doorways. Their shadows wove the .
darkness together and drew it tight about his heart.
He hated his work but the doing of it gave him relief,
for it could not enter him.

The glow from a street lamp fell on his own house
—purple-rel walls that held Winnie. The big gilt
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cool cloth, Laurence walked to the side of the bed and
looked down to see if Winnie were asleep.

Very faintly he saw the rigid line of her body, but
through her nightdress he perceived her tense, like a
protest. He could not see her eyes but he shivered with
the feeling that they were very wide open and sightless.
The darkness was against her eyes, holding her rigid
upon the white sheet in the dark bed.

“Laurie !

“I thought you were asleep.” He did not know why
he lied.

She did not answer at once and he stood waiting.
“Laurie!”

He felt suddenly feverish in his cold clothes,

She reached out and touched him. The feel of her
hand flowed along his hand and up the veins of his
arm. He felt as though her hand had been laid upon
his heart. His heart beat quickly. He denied his
heart. He was passive. He stood apart from him-
self. He was unrelated to Winnie, sick and tense in
the bed.

“Laurie!” she whispered again. She drew him down
beside her.

“You are sick, Winnie,”” he said. Sure of himself,
he did not resist her.

She reached up, groping to cover his mouth. It
made her angry when he told her she was sick. She
did not want him to build up words between them. She
tried to draw him into herself, into the formlessness of
contact.

“Oh, I can’t sleep, Laurie! I want you to love me.”
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relieved to find the long vistas ending in darkness. The
night rose high and expressionless before him. Be-
yond the dim lights, the violet-blue horizon was a clear
quiet stretch like a lake of glass covered with flowering
stars.

His pain was choked in him, suffocated by the quiet.

His mind was sick yet with Winnie’s sickness, but
the pain of her no longer belonged to him. He won-
dered if she would have a child, if he had killed her.
But the agony of his conjecture related to something
already finished. She had made him love her against
them both. He did not want love like that. It could
never be otherwise. They were separated from each
other by their own bodies.



PART II

S Mr. Farley walked home from business he had a
troubled look. When he came into his own street
he scarcely seemed aware of his whereabouts. For sev-
eral days he had been restless and ill at ease with him-
self. His resentment toward Alice was blunted and dis-
persed by his determination to think well of the world.
He needed this charity to think well of himself. What
disturbed and depressed him most was her forcible sug-
gestion of incompleteness in things which he had looked
upon as finished.

He went up the steps. There was a Kansas City
newspaper in the box. It hurt him to take it out and
put it in his pocket.

When he opened the front door and stepped into
the empty hall, the first look of the place pained him
with its harsh familiarity; but, when he had laid his
hat down, he passed on into the living-room and seated
himself in one of the old tapestry-covered chairs, and
his antagonism and desire to exist in separateness
melted in the faintly bitter sense of inevitability which
he experienced. The old house with the low ceilings
and broad stone mantelpieces and the walls hung in
stained, dark figured papers (just as he had bought it
with the first savings of his married life) represented

100
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house fronts, flaked with light, disintegrated in the

general vagueness.

Horace Ridge was ready to depart. On his last
night before sailing he had sent for Alice to help him
finish some work. She passed out of the twilight into
the tiled corridor of the building in which he lived. The
marble walls wavered in light. Lights, clustered above
the wainscot, stabbed her eyes. A sleepy hallboy in
a tan uniform vacantly watched her approach.

She ignored the elevators and walked up the one
flight of stairs and along the brown velvet carpet to the
door she wanted. When she rang the small bell under
the brass plate she heard the tinkle in the depths of
her being, sharp, like a light moving under deep water.
So keen was her perception of his coming that she was
not conscious of separate incidents—footsteps, the sigh
of the opening door. But in one act he was there in
the place where she had expected him.

He held a hand over his eyes that were guarded with
a green shade.

“Miss Alice. I’m merciless these days. Must get
something done while the doing of it is in me.” He
smiled with his mouth, his eyes mysterious out of sight.

“You’re merciless to yourself. We all know that,”
Alice said.

He walked after her into the library. Without see-
ing him, she was aware of the uncertainty of his tired
steps. She was ashamed of her deep consciousness of
his hesitation, knowing that he tried to conceal his half
gestures from her.
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Beyond the window the square was sprinkled with
lights. The thick-leafed trees were clouds of darkness,
but here and there separate leaves up against the lamps
glistened like wet metal.

He sighed. “I’m trying to line up my vocabulary in
battle order, Miss Alice.”

“I’'m ready. Go ahead.”

He did not begin at once. She watched his bowed
head—thick, gray-sprinkled brown hair. There was
beard on his cheek. ‘

Suddenly she had a horror of herself creeping upon
his thoughts through his weakness. She shuddered,
shifting her book.

Dark. Flesh, aware of the world, slipping away.
Flesh touched by the world without.

“As regards the international polity of the——"

She interrupted. “Say that again, Mr. Ridge.” He
had dictated several sentences and she had not heard
him.
“Since the——"" She began to write. The wind
fluttered the paper on her knee, Her hands with big
knuckles moved decisively over the sheet.

- [ ] L

“I’m wearing you out?”

“Bother! You’re not!”

He liked her positiveness. “A half a paragraph or
so and I will have reached the end of my tether.”

“Go ahead.”

When he had finished he leaned back, turning himself






108 THE NARROW HOUSE

He saw that she was disturbed. He was kind, a big
stout man, smiling. Her throat closed.

“Take a real rest,” she ordered in a short, thick,
over-casual voice. Their hands dropped apart.

“T’ll probably be forced to in spite of myself.”

“Well, I'm glad of it.” She turned quickly and went
toward the door. He followed her and stumbled a
little. She tried not to look back at him.

“This has been awfully good of you,” he said after
her in his slow, kind way.

She could not bear his slow kindness. She did not
answer.

“Can’t I get a taxicab for you?”

“Couldn’t. Feel uncomfortable with such luxuries,
You go to bed and rest.”

She glanced back once. He stood, huge in his
fatigue, with his drooped, gentle mouth, in an attitude
as if he did not know what to do with his hands.

“Good-bye.”

She bit her lips. “Good-bye.”

The door closed. She was in the corridor stupid
with light. Omn the stairs she met the hallboy, who stood
aside. He had a vacant gaze as if the empty brilliance
of the hall had dizzied him.

When she passed into the still street she felt as
though she slipped into an inner darkness. She was
two and the self that suffered, heavy and dark, sank
through an oblivious other and out of knowledge.

I cannot bear it!

She went through the park. There were people on
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Mary had a little lamb. I’m mad. Washed in the
blood of the lamb.

She sank to her knees, then relaxed on the floor in
a half sitting posture, her head thrown back against
the bed, her hat awry, one hand holding the ache of
her bleeding wrist, the glow from the street lamp be-
wildering her eyes.

[ ] L] [ ]

Mr. Price, gruff and solemn, tried to hasten the de-
parture. “Well, Winifred, you’re ready?” His smoky
eyes were everywhere and on no one. He waved the
hand that held his hat.

Winnie had on a new cloak and a pretty little blue
straw turban. . . . Laurie will be angry when he sees
Mother has been buying me clothes.

“Bobby—Bobby, my darling!” She hugged him to
her, trying to wring from him some assurance that she
would be with him when she was gone.

Allowing himself to be kissed, he stirred an instant
and was calm. He was water, broad and profound.
Winnie felt herself sinking into his passive depths.
¢“QOh, Bobby!”

“You hurts my arm.”

She drew away from him and felt part of her still
there, lost in his passive clearness.

“You won’t forget Mamma? Mamma Farley will
help you write me letters. You know how you can
print—anice printing with pictures? I’m going to bring
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The gas light to one side made his hair glossy and
threw shadows in the hollows of his cheeks.

““Aren’t you going to the train, Laurie?”

“Don’t you think the family will be happier if I
am not there to spoil the rapport of departure?”
Smiling, he stared at her with his hard, pained eyes.

. She had the feeling that he was a long way off. She
felt sorry for herself.

“QOh, Laurie, please have some pity for me! Don’t
be nasty tonight.”

“It’s pity for you that keeps me here, my dear girl.”

She could not speak. Death. I may be pregnant.
A sharp, small fear bit her breast with its teeth. Be-
cause she was hurt inside she despised his ignorance.
She wanted to poison his calm with her fear, but the
triumph of injury was sweet to her. She held it close.

“You’ll be glad now.” She was trembling.

“Glad of what, dear girl?”

“That I’'m gone.”

“Winnie, please? Not tonight.” He gazed straight
at her. His smiling patience was too bitter. Her pride
could not forgive him. Tears of shame and hate rose
to her eyes.

“You don’t love me any more. I know that.”

He would not look at her. Turning over the leaves
of the book, his small hand shook. Its whiteness and
delicacy irritated her.

“QOh, Laurie, I can’t go away angry!” She put her
hand on his sleeve. The roughness and realness of his
sleeve hurt her hand. She did not want it.

Without looking up, he reached an arm around her.
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Her shuddering lips moved over his face and he
drooped helplessly under them like a beast in the rain.
He tried to love her.

She hated him so that she could not bear to have
him go away from her. Death. "She tried to keep that
word in her. It was a child she had conceived to which
she refused birth. She wanted to carry death dead in
her.

“If anything terrible happens—if I have to be oper-
ated on!” Her words stumbled.

“But nothing will happen. You’re nervous, Win-
nie. You’re all nervous and sick. This stay in the
country will make you over.”

“And you’ll be glad to see me well again?” . She
leaned back from him, searching his set, kind face with
her tearful eyes.

“Of course, my dear girl. Of course.”

“Winnie !” Alice called.

“I’'m coming !’ Winnie gave him another swift little
bitter kiss and slipped from his arms. As she went out
she glanced back, smiling and pathetic. He hurt her
and she wanted to remind him how pretty she was.
She was small and light with dread.

His being composed itself in darkness and peace, but
his composure was an ache, blank and broad.

Above the housetops huge masses of cloud, smutted
like torrents of gray-white snow, moved steadily, surf






116 THE NARROW HOUSE

lation between them. It’s gone on for twelve years
now. She probably thinks her claim on him is just as
good as yours.”

For a moment the hard center of Mrs. Farley’s
vision dissolved in unshed tears and she saw Alice far
off as in a vision of the dying.

“Why don’t you quit this thing if you don’t like
it?” Alice went on. “You can come and live with me
and leave Papa to do what he pleases.”

Then Mrs. Farley’s face went hard again with malice
and fear, and her brow flushed with a streak like a
whiplash. Her fingers had short, blunt, yellowish nails
flecked with white, Her hands made impotent gestures.
She was like a sheep searching for a gate when she
must leap over a wall. “It’s evident how little you
understand your father,” she said defiantly.

Alice gave a disagreeable laugh. She felt herself
building her mother’s world, sound like her own upon
ramparts of pain.

“Your father has always felt that he had to make
atonement for what he did—that no matter what kind
of a woman Mrs. Wilson was that she——"" Mrs.
Farley could not go on.

“Well, he didn’t have a child by her because he pre-
ferred you.”

Mrs. Farley’s whole face trembled with her sense of
outrage and impotence. Her eyes, squinting a little,
were those of a creature who takes no pride in its
rage. “Whatever you say, I can’t forget my duty to
your father. I wish you had never heard of this!
You’re a coarse, cold woman, Alice.”
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Laurence had gone, but Mr. Farley and Alice had
Jjust seated themselves at table. Mr. Farley was more
abstracted and uncomfortable than usual.

“Isn’t your mother well, Alice?” he asked in a low
voice. “‘She hasn’t sat down and last night she scarcely
ate anything. I hate to see her spend so much time in
the kitchen.”

“She saw the telegram you dropped yesterday morn-
ing,” Alice said.

Mr. Farley flushed and fine lines came between his
eyes, but before he could say what hovered on his lips,
Mrs. Farley came in and he was silent.

Mrs. Farley’s arms were limp with the weight of the
tray she carried. Her fingers clutched at the edges.
There was something exasperating in her manner that
suggested the senseless tremor of frightened canaries’
wings. Her hands were unsteady and some of the con-
tents of the coffee urn splashed on her wrist.

Alice got up. “Give me that tray.” She took it
firmly. “Now you sit down and eat.”

“I—D’ve had something to eat,”” Mrs. Farley said
weakly, at the same time sitting down.

Mr. Farley glanced at her but looked away quickly.
He could not bear to see her fear which was like a fear
of him. He cleared his throat. “Aren’t you feeling
well, Mother?”

Alice kept a rigorous gaze full of cruel pity steadily
upon her mother’s face. :

“Why, yes—I ”  She turned to Alice. “I have
so much to do, Alice, I can’t ””  As she assisted her-
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no—I—no——" She looked so much like a startled
baby that Alice wanted to laugh.

“She knows Mrs. Wilson is in town and »

Mr. Farley interrupted hurriedly. “But, my dear
child, I—I »” He moved his knife and fork nerv-
ously about.

Alice felt strong. Her frankness gave her the relief
which the maniac feels in his cruelty when he touches
flesh and it responds to him’ with sentience. ‘“Don’t
think I don’t understand your situation, Father. I do.
I’'m simply trying to look at it from Mamma’s stand-
point.”

He glanced up. Their eyes met. Alice had swung
back on the two rear legs of her chair, her coarse hand
on the edge of the table holding her steady. Her eyes
were self-righteously excited, her mouth harsh with de-
termination.

To make him feel! She longed for that sympathetic
quiver. Darkness. Behind her thoughts, two sharp
strokes from the scissors let out the clotted honey of
pain, too sweet for the veins.

“Mamma doesn’t really love you any more than you
love her, Papa.”

Mr. Farley glanced nervously toward the kitchen
door. His features suddenly relaxed in the flaccidness
of self-pity. His eyes shone dimly. “I don’t think you
realize the true satisfaction there is in duty well done,
Alice,” he said shakily. “Things may be—— This is
no place to—to discuss details—but I would not know-
ingly hurt your mother for anything on earth.”

Alice watched him narrowly and saw him loving him-







122 THE NARROW HOUSE

“I want to respect her, but she doesn’t respect her-
self.”

Mrs. Farley wept helplessly in silence.

“] won’t have you insult her, Alice.”

“I’m not insulting her. I’m not the one who takes
it for granted that she is willing to go on forever
and ever in this equivocal fashion. I’ve done her the
honor of thinking she might be glad to separate from
you and leave you free to live decently.”

“I’ll go away, Alice! I'll go away! My children
don’t love me!” Mrs. Farley squinted her lids together
and, throwing back her head, wrung her hands aban-
donedly.

“Mother!” Mr. Farley laid a soothing hand on her
mouse-gray hair, dry and silky like fur.

She moved away from him, shaking her hands. Her
lids relaxed smoothly over her eyes and the tears
coursed more easily through her worn lashes, and fell
upon the nose glasses dangling from the gold hook on
her breast. “You’ll probably be glad I'm gone. Oh,
my God, this is the reward of my life!”

“Hush, Mother! Hush! You’re talking nonsense.
Nobody even dreams of you going away. Why, it’s
preposterous.”

“Alice says you want me to go!” she moaned.

“Alice doesn’t know what she is talking about. I
need you as much as you need me.”

“But Alice wants me to go. My children don’t want
me!” She opened eyes that were blank with the abnor-
mality of her passion. “You don’t want me!”

“Mother!”
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At the noon hour Mrs. Farley came downstairs and
shambled about the house, forcing herself on Alice’s
sight but refusing to speak. As Mrs. Farley’s fingers
fell into their wonted tasks the scene of the morning
became less real to her than the feel of cloth and the
posture of furniture. The habit of contentment crept
back upon her. She wanted nothing of others. What
should they want of her?

Dryly she preserved her already half-mummied an-
tagonism.

L ] [ ] L ]

On the glass windows that stretched, twinkling with
light, across the broad front of the bakery and lunch
room, the name was inscribed in a half moon of raised
white letters. Behind the glass were mounds of iced
cakes and piles of glossy yellow rolls resting in wooden
trays.

A pink-faced German, with flat cheek bones, a stiff
mustache, and narrow good-natured eyes, stood in his
undershirt and trousers draped with a soiled apron,
and laid out a new supply of cakes with alternate
chocolate and white so that they formed a geometric
pattern. Behind him on a rear wall a large clock
marked six, the hands, on the stark white dial, rigid as
the limbs of the crucified.

Above him lights glowed through globes of clouded
glass. Groups of wagon drivers and workmen in gray
jumpers sat at the tables and, leaning forward with
chests to the marble tops, slopped coffee from their
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Mrs. Farley waited for the rolls to be wrapped. The
steam from the shining coffee urns enveloped her.

Every day for a dozen years. The world motionless
in an atmosphere which held the gestures of the Ger-
man baker and the big blonde woman with the smiling
face.

Mrs. Farley walked home slowly. The bag of bread
dangled in her cramped hand as she faced the chill
wind blowing against her from the direction of her
home—chill wind of strangeness. -

Mr. Farley and Alice were in the house. Alice
minded the children. Mr. Farley awaited his dinner.

To Mrs. Farley they were wild fish out of the sea
caught in her glass. They were in the house making
confident motions there as fish swim at their ease in an
aquarium. They were terrible as the sea in a looking-

lass.
8 Mrs. Farley mounted the front steps. Alice and Mr.
Farley were a pain she would not admit. She shut
them out. It should be night, and she would remain
in the night where they meant nothing.

As she walked through the hall to the kitchen she
felt strong again with the monotony of life. Beds,
chairs, tables, walls rose strong about her. She made
herself still like the walls.

[ ] *® *®

Mrs. Farley pushed the bedroom door back. She
did not speak. .
Alice could barely distinguish the form which agi-
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voice broke as with age and vindictiveness. She turned
and went out, stumbling over the edge of the matting
and catching the door lintel as she passed into the
light.

Alice stood quietly a moment resisting the contagion
of her mother’s panic. Then, conquering stubborn-
ness, she followed.

Mrs. Farley was in the back of the hall leaning
against the stair rail. She was in her nightdress that
fell, like hanging water, white through the gloom. She
was making a slow way toward the kitchen.

“What are you trying to do, Mamma?” Alice called.
Her body, uncorseted, was heavy. She walked quickly
after her mother. She knew what her mother was
trying to do. .

Mrs. Farley dallied a little, but she would not an-
swer. Her hands were hid, carrying something.

Alice came up behind. She caught her mother
quickly from the back. “Give me that pistol, do you
hear me!”

“No, no! I won’t!?” The scrawny body bent for-
ward and doubled itself against Alice’s reaching hand.

“Give it here.” Alice was quiet and sure with ex-
citement. Her big breast heaved under her loose night-
gown. Her hair was tumbled about and her coarse
face was red with effort.

“Let me! Then you and your father can do what
you please!”’

“Rubbish. Let it go, I say.” Alice’s fingers were
on the gun. Its hardness and coldness reassured her
of she knew not what.






1380 THE NARROW HOUSE

“I can’t! I can’t! I don’t care what becomes of
me!”

Alice caught her mother in a grasp of repugnance
and pulled her back. “You’ve got to brace up. You
don’t care what I think of you or what you do to me,
but you have to have a little pride and a sense of re-
sponsibility toward Bobby and May. You can’t let
them see a thing like this. Is Laurence home yet?”

“No, he’s not home. Why should I feel responsible
for Bobby and May? You think I’m not fit for them.
You want to take them away from me.”

“I’m not going to pamper you by arguing with you.
If I seriously thought that you wanted to end your
life I should consider that interference was none of
my business, but: N

“And yet you expect me to live! None of your
business! Oh, my God !’

“But as you have no real intention of killing your-
self you have no right to subject me to a scene like this.
I want a little peace.”

“A little peace! Oh, my God, a little peace!” Mrs.
Farley shut her eyes and let her head fall backward
and forward limply as though there were no vertebre
in her neck.

Alice shook her. “Stop it, Mamma.”

Mrs. Farley rocked herself like a drunken woman.
Finally, her eyes yet closed, she shuddered and was
still

“;&re you calm now?”
“Yes. I'm calm. Whatever I do makes no differ-
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It took the diabolical vileness of my own daughter
draw her father and this woman together again af
we had a happy home and were all at peace.”

“I didn’t have a happy home. Papa hasn’t a hap
home.”

“I know I’m vile. Guilty of all manner of vilene
It was vile of me to slave and work as I’ve done a
take all of the responsibility off Laurence’s hands a
slave for Winnie and the children.”

“I have nothing to do with Winnie and the childre:

“I don’t know what charge your father can bri
Then as soon as he gets it he can rush off and mar
that thing. To judge by the way she was going wk
I saw her she must be middle-aged and fat by now, t
your father won’t mind so long as she’s not me. Th
my daughter will be freed of me. Winnie and Laurex
can get somebody else to fetch and carry and cle
up for their children. As you say, I have no rig
here. I ought not to be alive. But you can tell yo
father how it is and he’ll find a way to get rid of mu

Alice was still like a mountain. “That’s all rigl
Mamma. I’ll tell Papa what you say—that you s«
willing for him to arrange for a divorce. Is that .
right?’

“That’ it! That’s it! Let him arrange it anyw
he will and don’t have too much consideration for r
feelings. Let him tell the judge that I’ve worn out 1
good looks so I don’t attract him any longer.”

Alice had heard the door slam below stairs. S
stared at her mother’s unconscious face and said not

ing.
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Mr. Farley could not understand what was happen-
ing, nor how it was he felt borne forward on an invisible
current that flowed from Alice. He walked up and
down the room. “You mustn’t start these things, Alice.”

Alice watched him contemptuously. “Don’t blame
me for the nightmare of lies and hypocrisy that exists
between you and Mamma.”

Mr. Farley kept rubbing his head. Then he walked
stealthily to the hall door and closed it. His eyes, as
he lifted them to Alice’s face, had the blind awareness
of ‘a sheep’s. He seemed to know all and to perceive
nothing. “You mustn’t misunderstand me, Alice. It
is true that a satisfying companionship cannot exist
between me and your mother, but she and I have made
compromises for each other that have made it possible
for us to live, and I can’t think lightly of hurting her.”

They were silent. Mr. Farley shaded his eyes with
an unsteady hand.

“You did go to see Mrs. Wilson tonight, didn’t
you?” Alice asked after a minute.

“Yes. She is passing through town. I hadn’t seen
her for three years.”

“My God! You don’t need to apologize for it !”

They were quiet again.

“So you don’t want to accept anything from Mamma
even if she is willing to give?”

“You don’t understand, Alice. That very fact makes
me even more responsible for my own resolutions.” His
voice shook.

“Look here, Papa, I always imagined you had sac-
rificed yourself outright to Mamma’s weakness and de-
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Mr. Farley grew into the habit of giving her furtive
looks. He forgot to eat. He talked mostly to Bobby
and May.

The weather was quite mild, but Mrs. Farley took
to wearing an old red cashmere shawl and pulling it
tight about her throat. When her husband or her
daughter sought her averted gaze she wrapped herself
tighter and shivered ostentatiously.

Bobby was too young to note changes which did not
directly affect his interest, but May, with her shining
eyes of a little stuffed goat, ruminated in her own way
on what was making her grandmother eccentric. The
little girl’s pale lips parted loosely in wonder, as, ignor-
ing her food, she watched her grandmother’s oblivious
face bent over the coffee,

Mrs. Farley was conscious of this all-absorbing gaze
which had in it neither approval nor condemnation.
She felt at a disadvantage before the child, and, when
May asked for anything, found it difficult not to push
her away with expressions of violence,

Laurence saw that something was wrong again be-
tween his parents. Alice with her damned interfer-
ence, he told himself.

When his mother spoke to him his voice was gentle.
But he could not endure other people’s pain. He kept
away from her as much as possible.

In this web of silence between her father and mother
Alice felt herself caught by threads of iron. She could

not move.
One morning when she and her mother were alone
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“Hush that, Bobby! Aren’t you ashamed of your-
self 7”

Bobby cried louder. When she came down the path
her undeviating approach made him mad with passion.
“Dow ’way!” he shouted. When Aunt Alice reached
him he pounded against her stomach with his fists.

She clasped his plump wrists folded in fat and held
them while he struggled until the dirt and sweat with
which they were grimed rolled up under her fingers.
At this moment she loved him more intensely because
she could hurt him.

“Dow ’way!” he kept shouting. His hair was
tumbled about his face. He was red with passion.
When he had freed himself he ran toward the house.
“I hate Aunt Alice! I hate Aunt Alice! I wants my
dranma ’ he called back.

With sudden confidence, May sidled toward her aunt.
“We’ve been makin’ mud pies and coverin’ ’em with sand
like icin’,” she said.

Alice looked down. Pale. May’s hair shining like a
dead sun. Alice all at once hated May’s hair because
it was pale and bright. “It’s too chilly to make mud
pies. For Heaven’s sake don’t put your dirty hands on
me, May!” With a violent push Alice put the little
girl aside and walked briskly up the path.

A few surprised tears trickled from the resigned
and shining misery of May’s eyes. She watched her
aunt move toward the house.

Conscious of May’s pale hair floating after her in
unsubstantial brightness, Alice rushed up the stairs to
her room. She pulled down the shades, longing for
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hand, fat like the hand of a corpse. The waiter’s sad
littlé eyes were set in a broad white face stubbled with
bluish beard. When he moved away he was like a ghost.
His large hips swayed, woman-wise. His soiled apron
floated over a generous belly as profound as sleep.

Flies buzzed against the walls and fell back upon the
half-washed table coverings and the cracked cruets
opaque from many fillings.

Mr. Farley stirred gray crystals of sugar into the
gold-edged blackness of his coffee, then clouded it with
the pale blue-auraed milk that brimmed the squat white
pitcher.

He tried to think things out, but he had nurtured
his self-esteem on the verity of abnegation and it was
hard for him to accept as a blessing the thing which
it had given him so much comfort to do without.

Safe in the conviction that there would be no end
to his sacrifice, he had allowed full abandon to his
mystical and repressed nature. Helen Wilson had be-
come glorified and beyond attainment. He was in
terror of seeing her too clearly. When her neat figure,
a little stout, emerged distinctly from the chaos of his
reflections, he deliberately let down a curtain of con-
fusion across the mirror of his consciousness.

L * *

After dinner Mr. Farley went into the living-room
and seated himself in an armchair. He Had scarcely
exchanged a word with any one during the meal. He
bent his head in his hands. The light from the shaded
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Mr. Farley stared under his fingers at the floor where
the dim pattern of the carpet grew more dim. “I know
what you have told me.”

“I can’t stand the atmosphere here. If you and she
don’t find some way to talk it out you’ll drive Laurence
and me insane.”

Mr. Farley sighed deeply. “I’'m ready and willing
to discuss anything. I have felt lately that I have
become an intruder in your mother’s eyes, but I hardly
know what has happened, Alice.”

Mrs. Farley glanced at the bright baldish spot in
her husband’s scalp. It seemed to her the center of the
unreality in which she had existed of late, and she
was as if held together by the grip of the glasses on
her nose, the one tense and sure sensation which con-
tradicted her feeling of dispersion. Then she looked
at Alice.

“I can’t leave May and Bobby upstairs alone even
to talk things over.” She pulled the red shawl about
her neck and started for the door. “It seems to me
you and your father have settled my life for me, any-
way,” she called back.

Mr. Farley did not move for a moment after her
exit. Then he stood up, and, making a hopeless gesture
with his hands, walked out in silence, shaking his head.

His thoughts were eddying in a current which sucked
down his self-esteem. He wanted to give back her hap-
piness to his wife that it might make him beautiful in
his own eyes. He wanted the cool peace of purchased
misery.

Alice, left alone, was hot and futile.
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I shall go out of me in dark blood.

She walked to the window. The street was empty.
Over the blue-bright housetops, the quiet sky and the
cold moon. She leaned her forehead against the glass
and looked into the street.

She felt suddenly tired, endless, capable of giving
birth to endless selves. She was tired. She could not
die. She was like a mother bearing herself forever
like endless children,



PART III

HERE was a blacksmith’s forge down the road by

the farmhouse where Winnie and her mother were

staying. In the morning in the silence the first sound

Winnie heard was the chiming of the hammer like a
bell.

There were maple trees against her window. The
leaves were yellowing. When the sun shone through
them they were a silken veil of light.

The days were long and bright. The farmer’s wife
was busy with household tasks and Winnie and her
mother spent uninterrupted hours on the long narrow
veranda when Mrs. Price embroidered, or read a novel
while Winnie listened.

Winnie was oppressed by the silence. She had not
cared at first to believe that she would have a child,
but the dark thought ran along after her like a dog
that will not be beaten off. She knew it was there in
her mind, but she would not recognize it.

Dr. Beach came into the country to visit her. He
spoke of the care she must give to her health and he
told her that if she continued to improve over a long
time she might be able to evade the operation.

It was only when he gave her hope' that despair
forced her to realize herself. She gazed at him in help-

: 144
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Mrs. Price shivered as with cold, but she tried to
be calm. “Winnie,” speaking very low, “you must use
some self-control. Something terrible has happened.
You have heard something from home which you have
not told me. I am your mother. Ilove you better than
anything in the world, and you have no right to keep
me in ignorance of anything that is troubling you.”
Her lips were bluish and her upper lip was wet with
sweat. The skin on her hands was withered like white
crépe and the veins swelled in her trembling wrists.

The clock ticked. Winnie murmured something in
the pillow. Mrs. Price waited.

Outside the open window the evening air congealed
in heaviness. It hung cold and bitter over the moist
grass. The smell of weeds floated into the room.

Mrs. Price looked out and saw that each stalk of
golden rod in the meadow opposite was separately
stil. The sky was blue stone. Only the pine trees
seemed warm against the vacuous shining of twilight.
For night was terrible, descending in brightness. It
was a mirror in the pale still sky. It was nothing.

Slowly the darkness grew up from the earth, and, as
the trees darkened, the earth began to grow into being.

Winnie was glad of the darkness. When the room
grew dark she did not hold the child separately in
her body. It lay with her in the body of the dark
and she was freed of it.

“Mamma!” She sat up, her body a harsh gray
stroke of determination against the white inert pillow.

“Yes, my dear.” Mrs. Price smoothed her child’s
brow. “Oh, I am so glad you are quieter, Winnie,”
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Still Winnie rocked herself. “Oh, I would rather
be dead !” she said.

“Don’t say that, Winnie! We mustn’t think such
thoughts. Aren’t we doing everything on earth to
make you live? Your father and I want to do every-
thing on earth to make life better and surer and
sweeter for you and your babies.”

Winnie began to throw herself about in the bed again.
“Oh, I'd rather be dead than to be sick and have
another baby. I know I’m going to die.”

“Have another baby.” Mrs. Price did not receive
the words. They were strange. They remained out-
side her.

Then, all at once, without her being aware of the
moment, their meaning entered into her and burnt her
with terror.

“What do you mean, Winnie? This isn’t possible.”
Mrs. Price seated herself shakily on the bed and took
Winnie’s struggling hands again. “Ba This is
monsense, Winnie.” She held Winnie’s hands firmly.
Her own hands were dry and hot.

Mrs. Price felt strange with herself. The words
had changed her. She was in a new place.

“How long has this——" She tried to speak. Her
throat was dry. She could not go on.

“Oh, don’t ask me—six weeks—two months—I don’t
know !”

“Winnie, are you sure of this?”

“I’'m sure of it.”

Mrs. Price’s grip on Winnie’s arms relaxed. Winnie
lay still, moaning.
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not unbend herself. “No, dear, you are not going to
die. We will take good care of you and you will come
through this terrible thing.”

Winnie stirred wearily and impatiently. “I don’t
care. I’m going to die.” She was stubborn and calm
now. Die was a stupid word like dust. It settled dully
upon her pain,

Mrs. Price wrote a letter to Mrs. Farley. “Winnie
is evidently going to have another baby. This is a
great misfortune. I cannot understand how Laurence
allowed this to occur. In her state you may imagine!”

It was apparent that Mrs. Price was alarmed and
that in writing the letter her hand had trembled, but
it was plain too that in her veiled reproaches she
was still delicately gratifying her hatred of Laurence.

Winnie, waiting for Dr. Beach, refused to stay in
bed. She got up and put on a flowered négligé and
sat by the open window. Looking down the long wet
road, she hated the hill that set itself up heavily be-
tween her and the sky. She hated life that came to
the end of itself abruptly like the road to the liorizon
at the end of the hill.

When Dr. Beach came in Winnie spoke to him re-
sentfully, and when her mother told him what was the
matter, blushed a defiant crimson.
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ing was as though she had never before known herself
with child. She conjectured for the first time all of
the inevitable details of the baby’s birth. There was
nothing to speculate. She felt herself caught in the
grip of this horrible sameness.

One Sunday Mr. Price came down from town to see
them. He had the air of a victor, and Mrs. Price,
who was conquering the exultance of her resentment
toward Laurence, felt guilty in understanding her hus-
band’s secret content.

“That man ought to be killed!” Mr. Price said to
his wife, ‘“He ought to be strung up and tarred and
feathered. Nothing is too severe to do to a fellow like
that. I suppose you’ll say that for Winnie’s sake we
must keep our hands off.”

Mrs. Price was agitated. ¢Oh, yes, we must try
to keep the peace for Winnie’s sake. You must re-
member, Perry, this is a hard time for her.”

Mr. Price walked back and forth across the room,
flapping his coat-tails with his hands and blowing out
his mustache. “I should say it was! I should say it
was ! he repeated. He had his head lowered like that
of a bull about to charge, and in the depths of his
murky blue eyes glowed a surreptitious spark of tri-
umph. “Bad blood in that Farley family,” he said.

Winnie came into the room reluctantly, prepared to
resist her father’s bullying. Her soft eyes were hard
with reserves.

Mr. Price came up to her and gave her a dominating
caress, “Well, Winifred, how are you, my dear little
girl?”
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His fear of the new child smoldered Like a

hot ache in the back of his brain.
Thirty-one years old. He could not bear to recall
detu’lthz mcidents of his life. He had achieved
nothing: so he had ceased to believe in achievement.
had invariably thought of himself in

he ceased to give himself he would admit equality, and
he could not do that. His pride bound him to endless
obligations. Against Winnie, he obliterated gladness
in himself and denied his acquisitive spirit. She should
have him all and he would be nothing.

The door in the hall opened behind Laurence and
closed with a sharp click of the latch. Laurence moved
in the heaviness of circles, but Alice’s movements were
always angular and resistent.

““Hello, Laurie,” she said coldly. They seldom talked
together.

The gas flame burnt blue in the cold hall. Alice
took off her beaver sailor hat and hung it beside
Laurence’s acid-stained derby.

She looked at him. The patience she read in his
coarse florid face was like everything else in the house.
The house at night was a monstrous phlegmatic beast
half drowned. Its inmates were sightless parasites.

Alice was pugnacious. “What’s the matter with
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knew it, but he was rather proud of the exquisiteness
which made it unendurable for him to tell the truth
to himself. He despised Alice for the brutal veracity
of her introspection. Alice carried pain of self like
a banner. He felt that her arrogant suffering showed
a want of fineness. To dare to see as she did, he felt,
one must be emotionally dull.

Winnie was false and puerile, but because he felt
that the truth would kill Winnie, she seemed to him
more delicate and beautiful than Alice.

Alice recognized that Laurence hated her because
she understood him too well.

She could not comprehend this. She would have let
herself be known even in utter contempt. She was
clouded now with the murk of herself that no one would
know. She wanted to be known to be cleansed.

] ] [ ]

Winnie was tired of the country that left her too
much with herself. She hated the empty road in the
bleak days and the black tree at the end that swayed
against the damp green twilights. She was glad when
Mrs. Price agreed that it was time for them to go back
to the city.

They left the farmhouse at night. Mr. Price had
"sent his car out and in it they were driven to the
station, ten miles away. It was moonlight. The pine
trees along the road tossed their green hair in the
wind. The long boughs swept the ground. The trees

o Deilabua\
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wires stretched across the pale landscape tautly, like
harpstrings. One after another the flat branched poles
seemed to open submissive palms to the passing train.

Winnie wanted the morning. She wanted to get back
to Mamma Farley and her familiar commonplace. Be-
fore expanding in voluptuous rebellion, Winnie wanted
to know that the cage was sure. Somehow Mamma
Farley made her more certain of its sureness.

In the morning they alighted in the teeming station,
and Winnie, anxious not to be seen, walked a little be-
hind Mrs. Price. Winnie was ashamed of herself. She
felt herself cold and isolated in the vividness of the
life she contained.

At the big gate at the end of the track, they met
Laurence. “Well, Winnie. Well, Mrs. Price.”

Winnie looked up at him with eyes shuddering in
softness. She showed him her helplessness against
which he could not defend himself. When she lifted
her mouth he had to kiss her. She was ashamed of
his shabby clothes.

Laurence tried to say something to Mrs., Price.
“You look well.”

“Yes, and Winnie has gotten along very nicely with
me. How is your mother? How are the children?”
She did not look at him, and while she talked she
moistened her lips that were like paper under her
tongue.

In the waiting room they met Mr. Price. He had
arrived at the train a few moments late and the con-
fusion of the incoming crowd had carried them past
him before he knew it. .
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subsided in the familiar contours of being and he saw
the road again, stretching before him like a shadowed
light and the pale trees standing away on either side
against the dim enormous sky.

Laurence wondered if he had grown suddenly old.
Formerly, without articulating it, he had experienced
a sense of immanence on every hand. Now he felt dry
and exhausted in his nameless understanding. Every-
thing remained outside him. He had lost the power of
enlarging his being. From his numbness he regarded
enviously what he considered the illusions of others,
and yet his exhaustion seemed to him the sum of life
and he could not but consider with contempt all those
who imagined that there was anything further.

Only the horror that was between Winnie and him-
self gave him a little life. The hideousness of his father-
hood made his apathy glow a little like an illumined
grimace. Through sheer irrelevance it seemed to have
some meaning. He began to depend on this ugly fact
of the child he did not want.

Yet he could not bear to be in the sickroom where
Winnie was. Her sweetly pathetic commonplace was
so grotesquely familiar that he could scarcely endure
to be aware of it close to the sense of what she held.

In these days she was keenly dramatizing herself.
She glanced stealthily sidewise at the mirror and the
Madonna look came into her face. When Bobby and
May were beside her, she drew them within her thin
little arms and pressed them to her breast with an air
of ecstasy and reverence.

But she did not care to have them close to her for

<28
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to the grate and with his fingers laid some lump
of the scuttle upon the hot coals. “Keep that
around you, Winnie. Hadn’t I better call Mothe
tell her to help you to get to bed?”

He came back to her. She did not speak tc
Tears rolled from her open eyes and left wet s
along her lifted face.

“All worn out, eh?” He touched her hair w
fortably. “I’ll call Mother. She always knows
to do for you. I don’t.”

She clung to his hand. “You don’t hate me be
T’m like this, do you, Laurie?”

“Don’t be foolish, Winnie, child. You’re worn ¢
you wouldn’t talk this way.” He put her gently
him. “I’'m going to call Mother.”

She began to sob. “You want to go! I don’t
you to touch me if you hate me!”

Smiling wearily, he looked at her. It was a ki
relief to him to be unable to defend himself. “Si
make you cry, I think I’d better go, Winnie.”

“Oh,” she sobbed, “you make me cry by not wa
me! You hurt me so. You’re so cruel!”

Still he stood helpless, not touching her, “For
own sake, you must stop, Winnie.”
~ “If—if you call Mamma Farley in here now .
Tl kill myself !

“No, you won’t, Winnie.” His voice shook. “I
you don’t want me to call her, I won’t.”

Winnie became a little calmer. Then she said,
soberly, “You neglect and despise me.”

“I don’t, Winnie.”
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and remembered how small they were when he held them
in his clumsiness. ‘“Won’t you kiss me, Laurie?”

Hating himself for his helplessness, he leaned over
her and kissed her. :

She lifted her arms to him. “QOh, Laurie, when I'm
sick and you feel this way—— If I should die, I
couldn’t bear it!”’ she said.:

“But you won’t die, Winnie. You won’t die!” He
gave up, leaning his face against her hair, Why could
they never touch?

He felt the child stir in her against him, and the
child seemed so terrible and real that he longed for
some terrible realness in them with which to understand
the child.

Winnie felt the child stirring between them, and was
ashamed. It kept her from remembering sweetly the
slightness of her body and the smallness of her pretty
outstretched arms. She was ugly and inert at the
mercy of the child.

“Love me, Laurie!” she moaned. “I can’t help being
like this!” She was unfair to him, but the agony in
her voice was sweet to her self-contempt.

“Stop, Winnie. You have no right to say things like
that.” He could not speak any more. He held her
close up against him.

To herself she was small and ugly with child in a
small dark room. She kissed his hair, stiff and bitter
against her mouth. She envied him the wonder of the
fear he felt for her.

But, while there was resentment in her, it elated her
to inspire this horror of pity. Small and weak as






166 THE NARROW HOUSE

the right of him, in the foreground of the scene, two
little dachshunds stood sedately at attention.

Winnie stared at the picture until she hated it.

Sharp specks of light flecked the worn green shades
that darkened the windows. The room faced east and
at four o’clock Winnie watched the sun set over the
dim purple housetops. Then it was a flat white
metal disk with a harsh rim of whiter fire. But half
an hour later it was only a pinkish welter around which
floated wispy clouds that looked burning hot, like
feathers dipped in molten ore. By five o’clock every-
thing had disintegrated in the lilac dust of twilight.

The doctor advised Winnie that, in order to avoid
a premature confinement, she must move about as little
as possible. But she was so bored when she was alone
that she sometimes put on a fancy house gown, pow-
dered her nose, and went downstairs. Every one, by
an exaggerated consideration, seemed determined to
make her aware of her state. As she walked she was
obliged to sway grotesquely backward to balance the
weight she carried before her. When she passed the
long mirror in the little-used parlor, and saw herself
hideous and inflated, she burst into tears.

Her mother was often at the house, and there was
nothing so sickening to Winnie as the sweet platitudes
which Mrs. Price was constantly uttering.

“The dear little baby!’ Mrs. Price would say.
“What a wonderful thing it is to be a mother!” Her
flat face was alight with the sickish reflection of a
memory that was growing dim.

Mrs. Farley, with no more animation, was less re-
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Mr. Farley knew his wife’s abstraction was intended
as a rebuke to him, but he wanted to hide behind it.
Her continually averted face bewildered him, and at
the same time left him grateful.

His life had been ruined. He had sacrificed every-
thing. And now he was offered the opportunity to
escape.

Since Helen had left the city again, the project for

their future which had been forced into his mind
appeared to him as a dream out of which he had been
allotted the impossible task of making reality.
" His wife, concentrating herself upon household
things, seemed to him strong and natural. She had
ground under her feet. She had selected the carpet
she walked on. It was hers. When he passed through
a room where she was at work and she swept dust into
his eyes, he did not rebel. The grit in his eyes was
the truth of her right. He had no carpet and no house
in which to make his dream. He knew that, even though
he had bought the house, it was hers, because she
wanted it. In his uncertainty he was ashamed before
her because her wants were so definite and limited.

Sometimes, in his confusion, he passed judgment
upon himself before he knew whom it was that he judged.
In a panic, he tried to find some sure conception of
himself to hold against the ebb and flow of his irreso-
lution. Winnie’s precarious health gave him the loop-
hole he needed. Until the baby was born, he must
hold in abeyance the contemplation of his own affairs.
He owed it to her.

“Poor little Winnie!” he often said. “I miss her so
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Winnie wore a thick cotton nightdress with long
sleeves. Ruffles of coarse embroidery set stifly away
from her thin wrists. She felt herself hot and light
against the cold pillow and the cold damp linen.

The window shades were up, and she could see the
moonlight, faint outside. The moonlight grew in the
room as the fire died down. The steady burn of the
gas flame was cold, like liquid glass flowing over the
dark.

Winnie’s feet grew cold. She began to shiver. The
cold crept up her legs under her nightdress. It was
like grass g'rowing up her.

The fire in the grate sputtered and flared out again.
It grew too bright. It stung her.

The brightness flowed into her eyes until they were
like hot pools, and she could not see.

When Mrs. Farley came to take the tray away,
Winnie had a high fever, and Dr. Beach had to be
called in the same evening.

L J - L ]

It was four o’clock in the afternoon. In Winnie’s
bedroom the window was slightly lifted to let in the
soft spring air. The room was flooded with an apricot-
colored glow. Pink dots of sunlight moved on the
wall.

The polished chest of drawers and the cherry bed-
stead were a deep rich red. There were lilac shadows
on the cool sheets hollowed by Winnie’s upraised knees.
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It had grown dark. A shaded lamp was lit. A
nurse had come from the hospital and Mrs. Price and
Mrs, Farley were sent out.

The nurse was a tall woman with a plump, sallow
face and small confident eyes. Her nose was fat with
widened nostrils that were slightly inflamed. Her
peaked cap set up very high on her untidy gray hair.
When she walked her starched skirt rattled like paper.
She came and stood by the bedside and was harsh
and still like the shadows on the wall.

Dr. Beach was a stooped, middle-aged man with a
bald head and inscrutably professional eyes. In his
shirt sleeves, he sat on the edge of Winnie’s bed, rattling
the chain on his vest or looking at his watch and
coughing occasionally. Sometimes he spoke to the
nurse in an undertone.

When he laid his cold hand, covered with blond
hair, on Winnie’s warm flesh, she shuddered to his
touch. She hated the assertive hand on her, demanding
her back out of pain. The heavy hand weighed down
her glory and she sank back, dimmed.

The bent candle on the chest of drawers made
another black bent candle behind it. On the wall, back
of the row of medicine bottles, were other bottles that
seemed never to have moved since the world began.
The pictures had each their separate stillness of
shadow. The print of the German gamekeeper floated,
drowned, on the gray becalmed glass opposite. A
heavy breath bellied the shade before the window, and
swung it slowly inward. Then it relaxed heavily into
its place against the sill.
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She saw the bright things in the doctor’s bag. Then
long claws of steel.

She wanted to scream. Her tong'ue and lips were
wool. She knew that far away, out of the darkness
which did not belong to her, something warm and moist
slipped. The child emerged from the blackness in
which she was still caught.

The child passed from the torture which went on
without it.

L] L [ ]

“Mrs. Farley, it’s over. You can rest.” The nurse
leaned close. Winnie felt the nurse’s breath, dry and
hot as a sirocco, blown on her cold ear across the
dark.

What did it matter to the rocking dark that the
child was born? Her wrists floated. Her heart
strained and gathered itself as if for its most profound
Jjoy.

But the great joy to which she opened, slowly trans-
figured itself. An ugly and living shudder ran through
her. The joy refused her. At the instant in which she
knew it entirely, she ceased to be. Her heart stopped
beating. She fell back, noiseless.

The nurse, with the child in her lap, sat by a porce-
lain basin cleansing the baby with a big sponge.

Dr. Beach called her and she laid the baby in the
new crib while she went quickly for Mrs. Farley.

When the nurse had returned and Dr. Beach was
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working, attempting to revive Winnie, Laurence came
into the room.

He saw the excitement and helplessness of the doc-
tor. Once Winnie’s eyelids seemed to twitch. Then
Laurence leaned forward with a curious unconscious
eagerness, He asked for only one thing. He wanted
to know that Winnie was dead. Stealthily and sus-
piciously, he watched the corpse, hating the small re-
laxed body that had tortured him with its suffering.
He wanted to know that there was no more pain.



PART IV

RS. FARLEY had taken the baby, with its crib,
into the nursery. She was seated in a low rocker,
crying by the nursery fire, when May woke up.

Roused from sleep by her grandmother’s sobs, May
saw Mrs. Farley, with trembling lips that seemed
withered by grief, lifting her head and swaying her
thin body, one knotted hand clutched to her breast as
if in unendurable pain.

“What’s the matter, Grandma Farley?” May asked
when she could endure the mystery no longer. She was
like an inquisitive little animal, expecting to be beaten,
but determined to gain its end.

Mrs. Farley pretended not to have heard. She was
ashamed because she did not know how to explain her
suffering to the child.

“Is—is anybody sick, Grandmother? Is Mamma
worse?” May asked again with piping persistence. She
saw the crib and some vagueness in it curiously agi-
tated. “What’s that?” she said excitedly.

Mrs. Farley rose stiffly, her figure half black, and
half shining, against the firelight. Her spectacles
glinted where they were fastened on her untidy flannel
waist. Her old black skirt was glossed green where
the fireshine caught in its folds. The gray down on
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cold and wake Bobby too.” Mrs. Farley lifted the
baby, all wrapped in blankets, and carried it to May’s
bedside.

Without sympathy, and with the impersonal curi-
osity of a child, the little girl stared at the baby’s small
sharp features and dull bluish, unrecognizing eyes.
She was accustomed in examining picture books to see
fat children with round faces, and she thought it did
not resemble a baby.

“Whose is it? Is it Mamma’s?’ she asked. “Where
did she get it? Can I touchit?” She laid a small finger
on the bundle, then drew back with a shudder of aliena-
tion. “How can you bear to touch it, Grandma?”

Mrs. Farley could not speak., She began to cry
again.

An involuntary half-smile of astonishment parted
May’s lips when she saw the small tears gather in the
dirty corners of her grandmother’s eyes and slip along
the flaccid shriveled cheeks and finally fall in gray spots
of moisture on the cream-colored flannel in which the
baby was wrapped.

Mrs. Farley felt that she should tell May something
about her mother, but did not know how to begin. Go
- to sleep. You’ll wake Bobby. I’ll show you the baby
in the morning.”

“It’s morning already,” May pointed out after a
minute. :

Mrs. Farley, moving away with averted face, glanced
at the gray luminousness which stole under the shade
and blanched the wainscot. “No matter if it is,” she
said. “It’s not morning for you. Go to sleep.”
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a bluish fire. He could see the begonia leaves like pink
hairy flesh, and the gray fur of fern fronds.

The long pier glass in darkness was like black silver.
It was as though he had never seen himself move form-
lessly forward on its surface. He was cold. He could
not stay there.

Softly and quickly, he went out into the hall and
mounted the stairs again. He put his hand on the
knob of the bedroom door and fancied that it swung
inward of itself.

Dr. Beach had gone, but the nurse was still in the
room. She had her back turned to the door and was
folding up some clothes. The gas flame had been ex-
tinguished. The window curtains were open. Objects
in the room were plainly visible, throwing no anchor-
age of shadow about them.

Laurence went toward the bed. He set his feet down
carefully as if he were afraid of being heard.

When he reached Her, he saw She had not moved.
She would never move. A sob of agony and relief shook
him from head to foot.

The nurse coughed discreetly. Scarcely aware of it,
he heard her starched dress rustle and her shoes creak
as she tiptoed out.

He knelt down by the bed. The last hour of Winnie’s
suffering was yet real and terrible to him.

He pulled the sheet back from Her face. She had not
moved. She was dead.

Stillness revolved about him in eternal motion.

Winnie lay in the center of quickness. She was
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Laurence covered his face. Alice went over to him
and patted his shoulder.

“You must eat some breakfast, Laurie.”

The kindness in her voice hurt him. He wanted to
go away. But she took his hand and he was too sick
to rebel against her, so he let her lead him forward
through the portitres into the next room where the
table was set.

May and Bobby had been dressed early and seated
at table, for they were going for the day to a neigh-
bor’s house. Over her brown serge dress that was be-
coming too short and tight, May wore a fancy clean
white apron. The bow on her hair was of her best red
ribbon, but it was already half untied and dangled in
a huge loop above one of her ears. Bobby, too, was
in a new blue woolen blouse. He was bibless and the
porridge he was eating trickled, in gluey gray-white
drops of milk and half-dissolved sugar, over his chin
and down his dickey.

He could not get it out of his head that this was a
celebration, and several times he had asked Aunt Alice
where the presents were.

May was discreet enough to attend to her food, but
she ate slowly and methodically, and was in no hurry
to leave. When she saw her father led in by Aunt Alice
as if he were a blind man, 1c seemed a part of the
general strangeness and excitement.

May understood that there was something wrong
with her mother. Yet her information was too meager
to project anything but vague images in her mind. At
one moment the unexpectedness of it all elated her.
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caring enough, they began to talk, dwelling on harry-
ing details in order to wring from each other the stimn-
lus which would draw a little moisture from their dry
lids.

Really, they were sick with fatigue. They wanted to
sleep. They made themselves tense against weariness.
They did not know whether, if they made a light,
brightness would rouse them from their
torpor, or merely reveal their plight.

Mr. Farley, who had been in the death chamber,
came downstairs, and when he stumbled over a stool by
the door of the room he lit the gas. Then the reddish
glow made jack-o>-lanterns of their swollen, inflamed
faces. They saw each other and found that they could
cry again. The tears came peacefully now, without
effort. Their strength flowed from them under their
lids. Their heads floated confusedly above the bodies

" to which they were secured by their attenuated necks, in
which they were conscious of the nausea and indigestion
of weakness.

The contemplation of so much misery left Mr. Far-
ley as weak as jelly. But in the very completeness of
his mental and physical depletion he felt relief.

At the moment when he descended from the room
where the dead woman lay to the strange twilight in-
habited by her sodden family, he gave up. He no longer
attempted to escape from his vision of himself. With
a feeling of luxury, he admitted his incapacity for
change. He was brazen in his inward confession of
failure. His ideals were too high. They could never
be realized in this life, He could not go back. He
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Stiffly, yet as if of themselves, the head and shoulders
of the corpse uprose from the sides of the coffin. The
smooth, strange face, like the face of a wax angel, rose
up complaisantly above the sides of the box.

The German woman at the bakery, who was out of
bed with a child ten days old, had come to act as wet-
nurse for the other new-born child. 'In the nursery,
opposite the death chamber, she sat pressing the in-
fant’s lips to the stiff brown nipple on her full white
breast.

It caught the nipple weakly and hungrily, but it did
not have the strength to keep it. The brown teat,
sloppy with saliva, fell from its small strained mouth.
The baby squeezed its thumbs under its wrinkled fingers.
Its hands half opened and shut. Its weak eyes did not
see the nipple it had lost, and it began to cry fretfully,
without shedding any tears.

The stout woman had a sense of unusualness and im-
propriety in allowing the dead woman’s baby to take
her breast, but she overcame the feeling before she per-
mitted it to become plain to herself. With firm fingers
she pressed the stiff nipple between the slobbering lips.
The baby scratched her delicate skin with its soft nails.
Its hands clutched in the agony of its satisfaction. It
pressed and grappled with her resilient breast, and left
there faint red marks of delight and rage.

It was happy. It sucked with fierce unseeing con-
tent. Its sightless eyes stared angrily. Its cheeks were
drawn in and relaxed unceasingly.

When the breast slipped out again, it despaired. Its
furry forehead wrinkled above its wizened face. Its
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Winnie P as if she expected the dead woman t
response and give some comforting assurance.
Laurence refused to see what was going «
kept his eyes fixed on the bright ground, and p
himself to realize nothing more than that, the
March day was fresh, the sun was warm on his |
But as the minister’s last words were said, L
felt the agitation of people turning away, an
ing in him refused to reconcile itself to th
ocable thing which had occurred.
Recognizing no one, he walked aimlessly apar
strange graves. Those who regarded him foun
the same fascination and repugnance which h
vaded the body as it lay in the coffin. In some
seemed to belong to it.

Among the untended graves stood an urn
kiosk, the dusty stair that led to it yet litter
leaves of the autumn past. It was a meaningles
empty, like the words on the tombstones—w
which the earth had already hidden the meanin

The wind blew very high up the long hillsid
cold, still sun. It shook the stiff, glossy blades
yellow grass, and disturbed the small, sharp :
that laced their roots. The bare trees rocked
from the earth, and swung their polished bran
gether.

On one grave a faded cotton flag drooped u
iron star. By another was a wreath of tin a
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Silence crept waist high. Breast high. Drowned in
itself.

It was asleep.

When the sun sank, out from the copper-blue night,
from the horizon, the dark trees rolled angrily. The
remote stars flashed blue sparks like a paler rage. But
infinitely deep, from the night of the earth, the gray-
white tombstones floated up.

® ® [ J

Laurence could not believe in death. He did not
know it. But he was sick with death, because it op-
pressed his unbelief. He wanted to take it into himself
and understand it.

Yet the same breath which desired knowledge was
filled with protest. He wanted to get away from the
thing which crushed him with its unknown being—
crushed him in the blankness of the still sunshine and
the cold wind above the damp, new grave.

When he reached home after the funeral, the children
had come back. May clung about her father. Because
of her fear of him, she seemed to know him better than
others knew him. For her own sake he wanted her to
hate him, to keep herself separate from his pity of her.

He felt his pity for others in him like a rottenness.
He would have torn the sickness out of his flesh, but
it was through him, decaying him. His blood was
dry.

If he saw anything unworthy, he immediately dis-
covered its weakness, and sheltered it with his con-
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The night said nothing, but in one place, far off,
where the grave was, the night became bright and hor-
rible. He understood the night where it came from the
grave in the darkness.

The dead woman stirred. The cold was bright in
the whiteness of her face. Here was where the dark
ended in itself.

The rain fell upon her. He could not tear her from
the rain, or from his horror of her. He was locked in
his horror of her as in a perpetual embrace.

She was dead. She lived in him endlessly. Never
could he be delivered except into greater intimacy.
Forever, he belonged to her; to her white face with shut
eyes, to its passive torture, to its movelessness against
rain. He felt already the day, cold like this, still like
this, when she would have him utterly. Almost, it
seemed that he remembered something,

L [ ®

One evening after the children had eaten, Alice said,
“T’ll undress the kiddikins. Is it time for the baby’s
bottle, Mamma ?”

Mrs. Farley wanted to give the baby his bottle, but
there was meat burning in the oven, so she resigned the
office to Alice. “If he’s still asleep, don’t wake him
up.”

Alice went upstairs, carrying the bottle in one hand
and holding Bobby’s fist with the other. May came be-
hind.

When they reached the nursery, the baby seemed so
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“I—I don’t know.” May giggled. Her eyes shone
with arrested tears.

“Did I ever hurt you? Suppose I had pinched you
—Ilike this! Slapped you!”

Aunt Alice’s hand flew out of the dark and fastened
itself, alive and stinging, on May’s cheek. It was a
light slap, almost in play, but May died under it.
She was stupid like a mirror. She sobbed painlessly.

“What are you crying for? Cry-baby! As if I
had really hurt you!”

May did not care any more; so she’ went on crying.

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself! You’ll wake
the baby up.”

May cried.

“Hush, I say! Alice held May against her breast
in a fierce, unkind, smothering hug, so that the baby
might not hear her cry.

She uncurled May’s loose fingers and laid them
against her breast in the darkness. She wanted May
to be conscious of breasts burning and unfolding of
themselves. She wanted May to help her to understand
her breasts.

May felt Aunt Alice big and soft under her palm.
She did not want her. She had no name for the feel
of her beyond the consciousness of softness which she
did not like.

She was naked and chilled. Her palm sunk upon
the big bosom where Aunt Alice pressed it, and she
shuddered away from the yielding flesh. She did not
want to know why Aunt Alice was like that. Why
Aunt Alice’s front swelled softly thick under her fin-
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the baby her nakedness

Bat the baby could not take her. It could not show
her herself. In time it would give the Light of pain to
some one, but row it was little with small hands.

Alice could not bear the baby any more. What did
she want?

She went out of the nursery and into her own room
and closed the door.

What did she want?

She began to pall her clothes off. First her blouse.

Her skin prickled with chill. The darkness was thick
about her. It loved her.

Horace Ridge.

Her clothes slipped off. She pulled off her shoes
and stockings and the floor and the slick matting knew
her feet. The darkness knew her.

Her body was white and stiff against the dark. With
a sensual agony she knew how ugly she was.

Horace Ridge

She could not bear his name—his pain.

Through the door she could hear Laurenee and her
father talking as they passed through the hall.

Take this body away from me. I do not know it.
I can no longer bear the company of this unknown
thing.

She lay down in the bed and pulled the sheets up.

Spring.

If Mamma Farley calls me to dinner, she said to her-
self, I shall be sick.

In the dark street a boy whistled. She heard girls
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laugh. Through the window & new-leafed tree over the
opposite roof moved its black foliage against the bloom
of the sky, milk-purple clouds streaked with rose. A
hard moon, thin like a shell, lay up there glowing in-
side itself with a cold secret light.

Alice felt her body harsh like the moon.

He did not love me.

They make me ugly, because unmeaning.

Beauty, straight, white, tall like a temple.

You cannot be beautiful alone. . .

I open my heart. I take the world to my heart. I
am beauty.

. But my body is dark in the temple,

[ [ ] [ ]

“Alice!”

Alice waited a moment, smothering.

I shall not answer.

“Alice!”

Alice’s lips against the crack of the closed door.
“Yes, Mamma.”

“Did the baby drink his milk?”

“Yes‘,,

“Dinner’ll get cold.”

Alice put her clothes on, feeling as though she had
been sick.

Why do I go?

She went downstairs and into the dining-room, feel- -
ing lost In the glow of the orange-colored flame that
sputtered above the table. There was cream tomato
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soup, already served, a thick purplish-pink, curdling a
little in the sweated plates

“Hello, Alice.”

“Good evening, Alice.” Mr. Farley was drinking his
soup timidly, and without enjoyment. Surreptitiously,
his blunt fingers crumbled atoms of a crust. He did
not look at his wife, but his eyes searched the faces of
his children warily.

“Have your beef rare, Laurence?” Mrs. Farley
asked.

“Yes,” Laurence said casually. His mother always
served him first. He stretched his legs under the table.
He sat heavily in his chair as if he had fallen there.
He toek big gulps of soup and tilted his dish. Then
he began to wipe butter from his knife on a ragged
piece of half-chewed bread. There was a kind of satis-
faction of disgust in all he did. “I hear Ridge is dan-
gerously ill, Alice.” His eyes were hard with curiosity,
as he glanced at her, but not unsympathetic.

“Well?” Alice gave him a combative stare. “If
you’re threatening to express any satisfaction about it,
please keep your mouth shut.”

“I was never down on Ridge personally. He has
written some fool books, but I am every sorry to hear
that he is sick.” ,

“I’d better write to him and give him your sym-
pathy.”

“No need to be sarcastic, Alice,” Laurence said.

Mr. Farley coughed. “In spite of the impractica-
bility of his views, I’m sure none of us wish Ridge out
of the way.”
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lit alley like a bright breath. Up and down the street
beyond, the cold roofs were heavy on the solid houses.
Their dead finality was like a threat against the vague
and living dark. -

Alice felt as though she were rushing out of herself
like an unseen storm.

She wanted to lose her body in the dark.

But, at the end of the alley, people were passing.
And she could see the square, turgid as a river, where
lights of cabs and automobiles floated, trembled, dis-
appeared, and reappeared again. She was in terror of
them. She no longer wanted to be known to herself.

She turned, and shut the gate, and ran back up the
walk to the house.

The kitchen was vacant, bare. A moth spun in zig-
zag near the quivering gas flame. On the stove, the
pots and pans, crusted with food, leaned together, half
upset. There was white oilcloth on the table, and on
the floor a scrap of threadbare red carpet. Bread was
making in a covered bowl on a shelf back of the stove.
The baby’s clothes, which Mrs. Farley had been iron-
ing, hung in a corner on a line. On a chair the bread
board was laid out with a heel of bread and a large
knife.

Alice picked up the knife. She wanted to cleave her
vision of herself.

But she must cleave it surely. She was afraid.

She dropped the knife, and, at the clatter, almost ran
from the room.

. She went quickly but very softly up the creaking
back stairway. Her breath was choking and guilty.
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She remembered where Laurie kept his pistol, and she
passed into his room and fumbled in the bureau drawer
among his clothes.

When she had the pistol in her hand, suddenly, she
felt sure of herself.

She did not want to do it now. Not that night.

She was ashamed of having left the dining-room, and
decided to go downstairs once more.

Before she went, she carried the pistol to her room
and hid it.

She felt calm. For the first time, it seemed as if her
whole body was hers, as in a love embrace. She was
not afraid of understanding it. She rested in relief,
in intimacy with herself. Nothing separated her from
herself.

Alice threw a gray woolen bathrobe about her over
her nightgown, and went downstairs to get the morning
paper.

Sunlight came over the transom of the street door
and blue motes floated down a spreading ladder of light.
The light and the whirling motes sank into the soft
dingy nap of the carpet as into a vortex. There was
a deep spot of radiance, putty colored, like a pool of
dust, still in the gloom.

Alice opened the door and took the paper in.

As she carried it upstairs, the steps creaked under
her short, broad, bare feet.
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She went into her room. The folded paper was slick
and cold. It rattled as she opened it.

Her eyes ran over the columns and the gray print
seemed to shift and dance and come together like the
broken figures in a kaleidoscope.

Horace Ridge was dead. . . . She laid the paper on
the bed.

The paper seemed a strange thing. The room, the
bed, the chairs, were words. What she knew had no
word.

She felt exalted—almost happy.

She dressed, and put on her hat, and placed Laurie’s
pistol in her bag. When she shut the pistol in the bag
she had a foolish feeling that she was doing something
irrelevant, but her reason told her that she had to have
it.

When she opened the front door a second time, she
knew that Mamma Farley was up because the milk
bottle had been taken in.

The street had been washed, and smelt sweet. A
child trundled a baby carriage up and down the block.
The carriage went through the wet and left gray, glis-
tening tracks where the concrete had already dried.
Some negro workmen in huge clumsy coats and bulging-
toed shoes went by.

Alice closed the door softly behind her. She had a
vague idea that she would go to the cemetery where
Winnie was buried. She would take the train a short
distance and walk the rest of the way.

She reached the station. It was full of stopped
clocks marking the hours of appointed departures.
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roofs the raw green of fresh leaves against the cold
pure blue of the morning sky.

A station with a neat park about it. Another sta-
tion.

Alice rose and swayed forward down the aisle of the
moving train. At the next stop she got out.

It was lonely. The station house was a little
deserted brick building of only one room. Alice walked
along the dusty road between the wet bright fields. It
was going to rain. The sky was clotted with cloud.
Through the vapors the illumined shadows of the sun’s
rays were outspread, fan-shaped, like shadowy fingers
of fire.

By itself, close to the road, was a whitewashed
wooden church, and a bush with pagan-red leaves burnt
up against it in beauty and derision. Alice felt, all at
once, that she could go no further. She took out the

istol.
P She looked all about her. She was suddenly ashamed.
Feeling as though she were playing a dangerous game,
she held the pistol to her breast. She wanted the pistol
to go off but she was afraid to pull the trigger.

She tried the cold ring of metal against her temple.

She felt herself ridiculous. Vainly she attempted
to recall Winnie in the coffin, horrible and gone for-
ever,

She sat down limply on a grass bank by the roadside.
The gray, motionless foliage of the trees grew thick and
cumulus against the rainy sky. In her lax hand she
held the pistol, stupid pistol which could no longer
convince her of its purpose. It lay inertly on her palm
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that rested among the long gray grasses brushed flat
to the earth with their dull crystal weight of dew.

Death.

She kept repeating the bright word to herself. She
was dead. She could not believe in death. :
She stood up and shook her skirts and put the pistol

in the bag.

She felt stupid and sick. Her boots were all over
dust and burrs clung to her petticoats. She hardly saw
what was around her. She had never felt such heaviness
1in her life.

She walked back and sat down in the dirty little wait-
ing-room until a train should come. Already she
fretted against herself. She did not believe in death.
She could not hurt herself enough. She felt herself
grow mean and hard and withered in her unbelief,

She went back.



PART V

AURENCE felt cleaner and happier in his attitude
toward Winnie than he had ever been able to feel -
when she was alive. He did not go to the cemetery
very often, but he saw to it that there were flowers
planted in the plot, and that the place was well cared
for. .
He was cold and still inside himself. His soul had
been turned to iron. And he weighed carefully in the
scales of justice what had been done by her and what by
him. He refused to pity her or himself.

But this could not last. His justice began to live
and to ache with the pain of its own decisions. Then
he threw it all away. It was only when he allowed him-
self to despise Winnie thoroughly that he could love
her. He would not be killed with remorse.

His children were his greatest pain. He was so close
to Bobby that his pride in the child was only a hurt.
Laurence was harsh with the child, and before strangers
did nothing but find fault.

One day Bobby dropped his toy engine out of the
living-room window, and when it fell in the street a bad
boy ran off with it. Bobby came crying to his father,
but Laurence would give no sympathy.

“If May cried like that nobody would be surprised,”

- 200
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slip from his. She was even oblivious to the contrast
presented by the spontaneity of his brusque affection
for Bobby. It was only now and then, as by some un-
named sixth sense, she knew that he was not wanting
her touch. Then she would draw back, bewildered and
ashamed of herself, but neither sad nor angry, and
would find herself in her stupidity weltering in that
same pitch-bright shadow which was always on her
soul whether she forgot it or not.

However, if he was willing to forgive her, if he felt
contrite for what he had shown, and held out his hand
to her, her heart immediately lifted. She was up above
herself in the sure definite outlines of his world, and she
was glad. She clapped her hands and danced. There
was not a spark of jealousy or reproach in her too
yielding nature.

Laurence, half concealing it from himself, despised
her subconscious forgiveness. But, since he could do
nothing to improve his relation with her, he was very
generous with candy and sweets and playthings.

The baby could sit up now, propped against pillows.
Tt was fat and well. It had pallid skin and red blond
hair. Its heavy cheeks hung forward and between them
was sunk its droll, loose mouth, very red and wet. Its
very blue eyes conveyed neither pleasure, surprise, nor
recognition as yet, but it showed anger, and even de-
light, with its hands and arms and its body, that was
long with fat bowed legs. It liked best to sit in the
bath, its weak back supported by its grandmother’s
hand, and strike the clear green surface of the water
with its stiff outspread palm.

A
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leaving her, but her mouth drew into a pucker and he
could see that she cried.

He never gave her any comfort when she did this, but
after he left her it was as though he had been through
an illness which had taken his strength. Her tears had
drained his determination. He did not care. He was
dull. He wondered what was the matter with him.

When Laurence looked at his mother’s stooped back
in its dowdy cotton dress and the wispy hair clinging to
the sweated nape of her yellow wrinkled neck, her verbal
acceptance of his resolution to go abroad maddened
him. He was not certain that he wanted to go and he
required her articulate resistance to force him to it.

Instead, she persisted in speaking to others of “Lau-
rence’s departure,” as though it were already a settled
thing. .

Mr. Farley said, “I don’t know! I don’t know!
You know what you want, Laurence.” He felt that no
one but himself understood growing old. What his
wife knew of old age he did not regard as knowledge.
She was old without understanding it. He had stopped
writing to Helen without ever having made any
definite proposal to her. He felt obliged to send
her checks for their boy, but if she did not acknowledge
them, though it hurt him, he was glad. He tried not
to think of her. His conviction of age was born of
knowledge that was deep in his flesh, and so it was
good. It was beyond doubt. It was his. He felt,
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him, how her wet, brown hair was half combed, tucked
askew; and that her collar was off the band of her
blouse at the nape of her neck, showing a patch of
swarthy skin.

She rushed up the stairs and he could hear her slam
the door of her room. He almost imagined he could
hear her shriek as he had one time at night.

[ ] [ ] [ ]

When Laurence talked to Alice about going away,
she said, “Good God! Go anywhere! If you had had
any guts you would have gone before this.”

Mrs. Farley, hearing this, was afraid of Alice’s vio-
lence, yet hoarded the consciousness of the weakness to
which it confessed. Alice’s face was already debauched
with some secret passion. Mrs. Farley grew hard and
strong against it.

“You mustn’t mention Mr. Ridge in Alice’s pres-
ence,” she told Laurence one day. When she said it
she looked strong and secret.

They were at table. Alice had not come down to
dinner. May had been permitted the occasion to eat
with her elders. In her small, dumb face, her eyes,
turned on her grandmother, were timidly alive with in-
terest. May’s face was like a yellow pearl, melting in
its coldness with the terrified warmth of her blue-black
eyes.

She sat squirming in her chair, smoothing her dress
down over her stomach, but, when her grandmother
frowned at her, she undid herself.
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W_ar.)(. FireT was oxt of earmg. Mrs. Farley
seid, pomsm g e T “You know there was imsanity
B yoor fxztesTs ful::_r. Lazrence™

“Yes. Yoo toui o= omve. A=zt Ceia” Then Lan-
v!:afr-:n:ma. 25 ocher axd nodded toward May.
H= kaied 233 zoioes"s atttode toward Alice, bat, be-
casse be loathed Iz, be always defended it. What his
mstinct warned Z:m azairst, he always refused to give
up. Wken his mother. hoop-shocidered, weakly resist-
ant, looked at Lim with her unyiddng. self-enwrapped
eves, it was becaase of the very shudder which it gave
hin, that be hardered himself to take it. He was kind
to her as an apology for his contempt.

Mrs. Farley turned to May. “Fold up your nap-
kin.”

May rolled the soft cloth in her little trembling hand.
She had hoped when she spoke that her father and
grandmother would someiiow relieve her of Aunt Alice
whom she carried inside her so oppressively, but now she
knew they would not.

“Go upstairs and begin to undress yourself,” Mrs.
Farley said.

“Yes’m.” May slid to her tiptoes. Her belly ached
with a kind of sickish hunger. She went out into the
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sunshine was a pale fluid trickling across the withering
grass of the cemetery. The maples were already begin-
ning to turn and their ghostly scarlet leaves were like
pale flattened flames. He stood by the grave and heard
the hissing of the wind through the sunny grass, and
the rattle of husks in the cornfield that ran along the
cemetery wall. .

The plowed fields beyond were purple plush, misted
with a fire of green. Nearer, dirty brown sheep moved
over the raspberry-colored stubble. Between Laurence
and the sun was glowing foliage that seemed to burn
with a secret.

The sight of the mound, beaten in by the autumn
winds, and already somewhat sunken, made him sick.

When he went home he said to his mother, “I’ve some
good news for you. I’ve given up the struggle.”

Mrs. Farley did not look at him when he said this.
She was startled and afraid to answer at once. They
were in the kitchen, and, smiling a little, she stared be-
fore her into the sink, by which she stood.

The clear stream of water, dancing with light, hung
like a thread of glass as it flowed slowly from the
shiny spigot into the porcelain bowl. The back door
was ajar and the bitter-sweet smell of wet, dying grass
floated into the room.

“What do you mean?” she asked at last.

He had seated himself in a careless heap near the
table. His eyes were bright, and, as he gazed at her
with a sharp, pained look, seemed sightless. “Just that.
I have decided there is no more escape from old age in
Europe than at Coney Island.”
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want it! You know how May needs school clotl
Laurence seems to take no responsibility whate
her appearance, and there’s that leaky ceiling
bathroom that I have been trying to get mendec
month. You might have seen to some of those
before you spent money on clothes for me. 1
knows it matters little enough to anybody whe
am dressed up or not.”” -And she added, “If you
on my having clothes you should have given :
money to buy them. I could probably have
something more economical and at least been sw
it fit.”

Mr. Farley listened to her. He had a tired,
getic smile, almost ashamed. He felt sorry for h
for himself. He was patient.

“Now, Mother, I think Laurence and I can g
you that the bathroom ceiling will be mended in
days, and if you would only look at the cloth
could see whether they fit or not, and if they ¢
could exchange them.”

“It isn’t as if I didn’t appreciate the thoughi
She stopped, keeping him outside her—outsi
vague, ungiving eyes. “I have to be practical |
lot of you,” she said.

“Well, Mother, you can be as practical as y
about the house, but I want to keep you looking

She was on the verge of retorting to him, t
restrained herself.

He felt that she was about to say something
he could not answer, and that it was time for
leave her alone. He went out.
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The room was still but for the swish of the brush that
was making the white sink glow with cleanliness.

In Mrs. Farley’s knotted, unsteady fingers, the back
of the scrubbing brush bumped on the sides of the
porcelain bowl. A fly buzzed fiercely in the luminous
dark against the windowpane, then was still, like a
spring that had fiercely unwound. .

Mrs. Farley rested an instant. The brush slid from
her fingers and clattered against a dish. She wiped her
eyes with her apron. She was tired, but with weak
l};tfa.tience, victoriously ungiving, she held out against

e

THE END


















